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Which of these skin problems spoils your appearance? 


Rough skin: “I use Noxzema 

instead of powder and as my 

night cream,” Delores Rhiney, 

Brooklyn, says. “It helps my 
F rough skin look smoother!” 


A 





How you, too, 


i 
Oily skin: ““Noxzema helps 
my oily skin look more attrac- 
tive,” says Juanita Green, 
Flushing, L. I. “It helped heal 


my blemishes*!” 








Blemishes* : “I use Noxzema 
as my beauty cream,” says 
Joyce Monroe, Oakland, Cal. 
'/ “Tt helped heal blemishes* 
helps my skin look smoother!” 
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Look lovelier in 10 days 2:1... 


Famous doctor’s new beauty care 
helps skin look fresher, lovelier— 
and helps you keep it that way! 
If you aren’t entirely satisfied with your 
skin—here’s the biggest beauty news in 
years! A famous skin doctor has devel- 
oped a new wonderfully effective home 
beauty routine! It helps your complexion 
look fresher, smoother, lovelier and helps 

you keep it that way! 

This new sensible beauty care owes its 
amazing effectiveness to the unique qual- 
ities of Noxzema. This famous medicated 
beauty cream combines softening, sooth- 
ing, healing and cleansing ingredients. It’s 
greaseless, too—actually washes off in wa- 
ter—and helps the looks of your skin while 
it cleans off make-up and dirt. 


Results are thrilling! 


Letters from women all over America 
praise Noxzema’s quick help for oily skin 
and for externally-caused blemishes. 
Wouldn’t you like to help your prob- 
lem skin look fresher, smoother, lovelier? 


Then, tonight, try this: 


1. Cleanse thoroughly by ‘cream- 
washing’ with Noxzema and water. 
Smooth Noxzema over face and neck. 
Wring out a cloth in warm water and 
wash your face as if using soap. See 
how make-up and dirt disappear! How 
fresh your skin looks 
after you ‘cream-wash’! 
No dry, drawn feeling! 
2. Nightcream. Smooth 
on Noxzema so its soft- 
ening, soothing ingredi- 
ents can help your skin 
look smoother, fresher, 
lovelier. Always pat a 
bit extra over any blem- 
ishes* to help heal them 
—fast! 
You will see a wonder- ' 
ful improvement as you 
go on faithfully using Noxzema. It’s greaseless! 
No smeary face or stained pillow! 
3. Make-up base. In the morning, ‘cream- 
wash’; then apply Noxzema as your powder- 
base. This snow-white, greaseless beauty cream 
helps make-up go on smoothly —holds it beau- 
tifully—vet makes it easier for you to remove 
every particle of cosmetics and dirt that might 
otherwise clog pores and coarsen skin texture. 
No matter how many other creams you 
have used, try Noxzema. This greaseless 
beauty cream is a medicated formula. 
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a 
That’s one secret of its amazing ef- 
fectiveness. That’s why it helped so 
many women with discouraging skin 


2. Night cream 
et 


problems—in actual clinical tests, it 
helped 4 out of 5 women. 

It works or money back! 
Try Noxzema for 10 days. If not de- 
lighted, return jar to Noxzema, Bal- 
timore. Your money back! 


*externally- 4 


| bok lovelier offer! 
40° NOXZEMA~ 29+! e 


l lovelier it helps your skin look 


j 2. then save money by getting Giant 
| 10 oz. jar only 89¢ plus tax! | 


At drug or cosmetic nape 
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It's FUN To Solve REBUS Puzzles! 
































CLUE: Solution to this puzzle is the last name of one of the 
world’s greatest inventors. are how to solve aa puzzle. 


Write down B . Subtract 


you with UB. Add 


ULB LB, leaving 
Loy giving you UBSLED. Subiract BUS, leaving you with 


Add I, giving you LEDI 


POON, giving you LEDI- 


SPOON. Subtract POL, leaving you with EDISON, the correct 


soluti 











1,000 CASH PRIZES! — $325,000.00 MUST BE WON! 


Have you ever hoped for a chance to acquire great wealth? 
Have you ever wanted just one chance to amass enough 
money to buy the things and do the things you most desire? 
Mail the Coupon At Once! Get Full Details 
Of the World’s Most Fascinating Contest! 


Would you like an opportunity to 
win og yt in CASH? — $50,000, 
~- $10,000, $5,000—or any one 
of 1,000 cash prizes totaling 
$325,000. oe! 


If your answer is YES! — then 
read this page carefally cnd mail 
the Coupon at once, remembering 
all the while that the facts on this 
page are necessarily incomplete. 
-_ receipt of your Coupon, we 

mail you COMPLETE DE- 
TAILS. ee RULES and 
ENTRY FORM of America’s great- 
est dae Centest. 


Here is the contest with THE 
WORLD’ S BIGGEST CASH 
PRIZES — the contest designed to 
challenge your ingenuity, intrigue 
your i tic your 
knack at solving " pussies and your 
ability in constructing them, and 
— and fascinate you through- 
ou 





Opportunity te Win a Fortune 

It will take you only a few min- 
utes to fill in your name and ad- 
dress on one of the Coupons at the 
right. THOSE FEW MINUTES 
MAY BE THE MOST VALUABLE 
OF YOUR LIFETIME. Because, 
BY MAILING THE COUPON, you 
can get, FREE, the complete de- 
tails of this amazing opportunity. 


Only then will you be able to un- 
derstand what it is that makes this 
PUZZLE-QUIZ CONTEST so men- 
tally refreshing and entertaining. 
It will become apparent to you that 

e cleverness, fun and stimulation 
in the puzzles and quizzes are no 
accident—that they are the pains- 


taking creation of the Editors of 
The New Funk & Wagnalls Ency- 
clopedia, the world’s greatest for 
home and family use. It was largely 
out of the pages of this encyclo- 
pedia that this marvelous contest 
was built, and the sponsors of this 
contest, Unicorn Press, Inc., will 
spend over ONE MILLION DOL- 
LARS in advertising the contest 
and the encyclopedia. This adver- 
tising expenditure is IN ADDI- 
TION to the prize fund of $325,- 
000.00 ! 
Note the Sample Puzzles 

You can get an idea of the puz- 
zles, and the fun in solving and 
constructing them, by examining 
the SAMPLE Rebus Puzzles print- 
ed above. Look at the puzzle care- 
fully; read the EXPLANATION 
below each puzzle and how you 
work out the solutions. 


gernigrtonpcesetrtinety sec toegemmmataeatas Ty 




















CLUE: Solution is last name oe ' man who was first to sign 


the Declaration of I 
Add EAGLE, 
. leaving ry with HATAGLE.. Subtract TAG, leaving you 
“HALE. Add NB, giving you HALENB. Add CLOCK 
. Suber act BELL, leaving you 


HEART. 





lanation: Write down 
TEAGLE. Subtract 


. aiv- 
with 





Point Value for Everything 


Naturally, there is only one cor- 
rect answer for any puzzie or quiz, 
and a specified point value is cred- 
ited to the contestant for each cor- 
rect solution and answer. The 
points earned on the puzzles and 
quizzes you solve, plus the points 
earned on any puzzles you con- 
struct, comprise your total point 
score. All of this is fully explained 
in the information you l receive 
as a result of mailing the Coupon. 
The highest total point scores de- 
termine winners. Thus, the win- 
ning of a prize is not left to guess 
work, luck or the whim of judges. 


Mail Coupon New! Get Full Details! 


On this page, you will find two 
Coupons. Use either one. Tear it off, 
fill in your name and address and 
mail it. You'll receive FREE the 
COMPLETE DETAILS of this out- 
standing contest — an opportunity 
to win $150, re $50,000, $25,000 or 
any one of 1,000 cash prizes! GIVE 
YOURSELF A A CHANGE TO oa 
RICH FOR LIFE. Get the co 
plete details. MAIL THE cou- 
PON NOW! 






St \il// 


Here Are The OFFICIAL 
1000 CASH PRIZES 


Ist Prize. $150,000.00 








Copyright, 1953, Unicorn Press, Inc. 
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New finer MUM 
stops odor longer! 


NOW CONTAINS AMAZING NEW 
INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST ODOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


* Protects better, longer. New Mum now 
contains M-3, an amazingly effective 
odor-bacteria” fighter. Doesn't give un- 
derarm odor a chance to start. 


° Creamier new Mum is safe for normal 
skin. Contains no harsh ingredients. 


° No waste. No drying out. New Mum 
is the only leading deodorant that con- 
tains no water to dry out or decrease its 
efficiency. Usable, wonderful right to the 
bottom of the jar. Get a jar of Mum today. 


° Safe for clothes. Gentle Mum is certi- 
fied by the American Institute of Launder- 
ing, guaranteed not to rot or discolor even 
the finest fabrics. 





New MUM: 


CREAM DEODORANT 
A Product of Bristol-Myers 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
sc oK ins nbnenkd cringe come eee inane amnaes 16 


To shield her teacher from a nasty scandal, Ruth married a classmate, but 
when the teacher tried to take her baby, she had to do some fast thinking. 


6g 5 seucns settee dabened heel enereneereee 20 
Katie thought that she could still “play around” after her marriage, and only 
a terrifying experience saved her from crashing her domestic happiness. 


CE ee ee ee ee ee 22 
What really happened down in Lover’s Lane, Margo will never know, but when 
her friends began looking down at her, she was sure that it was horrible. 


EEL EE TE ET A eee ee ee 28 
Jimmy wasn’t sure whether the baby was his or not, but he did know that the 
pangs of conscience he suffered would haunt him forever as an unwed father. 


inci ts.csaeeees diss + 06d eee ReNReReREe AMER wes 30 
As a wealthy widow, Cleo had her pick of the town’s young men. But despite 
her wealth, Cleo discovered love can be sold but is difficult to buy. 


ED BR er eee ee ee 32 
With the heat on, Jerry had to quit the big city rackets for a small town. He 
knew he was an A-1 heel when he got set to run out on Jo with her $500. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 
ee ee Oe ON OE, nc cavenevionsyeeeestaconseeeeecens 10 


Gaynelle’s shortened honeymoon convinced her that she would have been 
spared the hurt if the schools had only taught her about love. 


Are Frenchmen Better Lovers?................+6+- By the Peters Sisters 24 


When love came to two of the famous Peters Sisters, it came with a French 
accent. In this revealing story, they tell what makes Frenchmen so different. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 






By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

Three years ago, I fell in love 
with a very nice young man whom I met 
in college. He is now teaching in a small 
southern high school and writes me reg- 
ularly. During his vacation, he spends 
most of his summer in my hometown at- 
tending school and working on his mas- 
ter’s degree. This past summer he asked 
me to be his wife, and I gladly agreed. 
But when my boy friend was young he 
got into trouble and was sent to jail for a 
year because he was accused of stealing 
some money. He says it was not true, 
and I believe him. 

Even if it were true, I would still be- 
lieve in him because he has tried to bury 
his past and start a new life since he got 
out. Few people know about what hap- 
pened to him. I had to tell my parents 
about it, though, and they refused to let 
me marry an “ex-con.” I love him, and 
am old enough to marry without their 
permission. I wonder whether I should. 
If I do, it will mean that we must split 
away from my family forever, because | 
know they would not want to have any- 
thing to do with either of us. Please give 
me your advice. A. J. 
Dear A. J.: 

Only you can say whether you love 
this man enough to defy your family and 
marry him. In spite of his “record,” 
though, he sounds like a good risk, be- 
cause it is not every man who would 
have the courage to start all over as he 
did and try to build a better life. I aim 
inclined to believe as you do, that inno- 
cent of this crime or not, he deserves the 
chance to lead a happy life with a wife 
with courage. (Continued on Page 54) 
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Your mouth tastes fresher...teeth and breath 
stay cleaner...you reduce decay better... 


with thee NEW IPANA 


Famous Ipana now gives you two 
new scientific cleansing agents. 


Yes, Ipana Tooth Paste is now better 
than ever. It gives you all the ingre- 
dients you need for effective mouth 
hygiene. And it tastes wonderfully re- 
freshing, can never stain. 

Ipana’s two new scientific cleansing, 
purifying agents actually clean better 
than any single tooth-paste ingredient 
known. They penetrate where even 
water cannot reach . . . help keep your 
whole mouth sweeter, healthier. 

What’s more, you’ve never tasted 
anything so fresh and peppy as Ipana’s 
new, improved flavor. And you’ve never 
felt anything like the way it bursts into 
twice as much cleansing foam. 


New pleasanter way to take care 
of gums, reduce tooth decay 


Dentists will tell you that a cleaner 
mouth is a healthier mouth. That's just 
what you get when you brush your teeth 
after meals with 
creamy new Ipana. 

First, new Ipana 
removes more of 
the mouth acids 
that can bring on 
painful and costly 
cavities. It gives 
you and your fam- 
ily better protection from tooth decay. 

Second, brushing teeth from gum 
margins toward biting edges with new 










Scientists proved 





er the First Day. 
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Teeth 54% 
New Ipana’s re 
ability was pro 
scientists. They 
new Ipana in 

meals made ‘ 
ioe 54% cleaner 1n one 









Tried famous Ipana lately? 
It’s now better than ever! 


new Ipana keeps 





NEW FLAVOR! NEW FOAMING! 
KIDS LOVE IT! 





Toothbrushing can be a pleasure in- 
stead of a chore—with Ipana’s new “’Spar- 
kle-Fresh” flavor and twice-as-rich foaming. 





Ipana helps remove irritants that can 
lead to common gum troubles. Taking 
care of gums this way is important for 
children and grown-ups alike. More 
than half of all tooth loss is caused by 
gum troubles. 

For teeth and gums—as well as 
breath — use the new Ipana. Look for 
the yellow-and-red Ipana carton wher- 
ever fine drug products are sold. 





teeth, breath cleaner 
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Oral Bad Breath Stopped ot 
Hours. Another test studied ~ vs 
with a scientific osmometer. od 
and women with severe - _ 
odor used new Ipana. — a 
mouth odor was stoppe — 
after 4 hours—in every single : | 



























It takes just a few accents of 
Maybelline Mascara, Eyebrow 
Pencil and Shadow to make your 
eyes more beautiful. Instantly they 
give your face more life and expres- 
sion. So, of course, when your eyes 
look lovelier, you look lovelier, too. 


Try it—you'll see! 





PREFERRED BY SMART WOMEN THE WORLD OVER 
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AMAZING NEW HOSPITAL PLAN 


ays Gulach 


BENEFITS FOR 


FULL STAY in tls 





Go To The Hespital For A Day. A Week, A Month, A Year, 
Or Longer —Your “‘No-Time-Limit”’ P; 

Just As Long As You Stay. 
We pay CASH direct to you in addition to what you may 
collect from other insurance —— including Workmen's 
Compensation. Gives you blessed EXTRA help against 
sky high hospital bills! This Policy provides Hospital 
Room and Board Benefits for sickness or accident (rest 
homes, sanitariums, and Govt. Hospitals excluded) . . 
Cash Benefits for 73 Surgicai Operations . . . Lum mp 
Cash for Accidental Death . . . Cash payments for Loss of 
Eyes, Hands. Feet... special Polio Protection, pius 
other valuable coverages. One policy covers individual or 
entire family, birth to age 75S. dee oe available 
at slight extra cest. Solid only by mail. Good anywhere in 
U.S. and possessions. Don't wait till it’s too late! Let us 
send you full details! (No Agent will call). 


FREE! MAIL COUPON 


| LIFE INSURANCE CO. OF NORTH AMERICA ! 
| Dept 453-TA, Wilmington 99, Del. | 
| Please send me, without obligation, full details | 
i about your new, low cost NO TIME LIMIT | 
| 
| 
| 
j 





HOSPITAL Plan. No agent will call. i 
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[SAVE $ ON Perfume Twins!— 


+ Aromas only $1.00 
a woman, young or old, who 
the magical charms of genuine 

our controlied sources, you 


ions never lived 
wasn't thrilled by 


‘ume. , 
= have 2 1-drai this genuine perfume in a 

ial *spill-proof a, for the ceo, Minded 
a only $1. (*Designed for non-spill 
of our LIMITED s LY, w 

customer at this great ad ae Send $1 éa. we 
pay all Kant Es NO _C.0.D. Satisfaction Guaran 
teed. C +“ — So. aa 391 Chyrech St. 
Sta., WN. Dept. 
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LIFTEE’S PATENTED SECRET—euar- 
antees perfect fit—gives your breasts that 
firm, youthful beauty. Two smooth satin 
uplift-bands, with elastic inserts which 
you can instantly set at any one of three 
figure-molding adjustments, gently lift 
your breasts inte a vital-beautiful form. 

ft}, - ata price | 
everybody can afford. ently, firmly, , 
LIFTEE molds your bosom into the "or &xtra Uplit 
shape you've longed for. Sizes: 32 to 42. 
Cups: Small, Medium and Large. Made 
in gleaming durable satin with marqui- 
sette lining. Comfortable ‘‘No-Kut"’ 
shoulder straps. LIFTEE has a ‘‘Long- 
Lyfe” elastic 4-way back adjustment. 
imagine, only $1.98! Order now on 10- 
day FREE TRIAL money-back guaran- 
tee. Enclose price, we pay postage or 
C.0.D. plus postage. 


10:1 / AC) PU MOOMULIIE 400 | 
6 BROADWAY NEW YORK 























Letters To 


NEVER KISSED 
I read your TAN every month. The story | 
enjoyed most is “I’ve Never Been Kissed” by 
Toni Harper. Like her, I am a teenager who 
has never been kissed. I will continue to be 
that way for a long time. I think that is the 
best way for a girl to become ae in life, 
. ae 
Chicago Heights, Ill, 


ADVICE TO GIRLS 
I enjoy reading all of the stories, but I espe. 
cially enjoyed “What Every Girl Should Know 
About Men” by Mrs. Lucius C. Harper. I am 
a teen-age girl of 18 years, and understand 
that there are a lot of things I should know 
about men. I’m not known as most girls are, 
“Miss Know-It-All.” I'll always take advice 
from one whom I think is able to hand it out, 
especially one who is experienced as Mrs, 
Harper seems to be. 
Miss Vera James 
Itasca, Tex. 


May I congratulate you on your January 
issue of TAN. I especially enjoyed the article 
written by Mrs. Lucius C. Harper. If there is 
a possible way, I would like to personally 
thank her for the courtesy and respect shown 
toward Negro women. 

I also enjoy reading the “Teen Talk” column 
and letters of advice for teenagers. I am a 
teen-age girl. 

Keep up the good work. I will be looking 
for more articles in your fine magazine. 

Ola M. Dickerson 
Bamberg, S. C. 


TEEN TALK 

I am writing to let you know how much | 
enjoy TAN. I have been reading it ever since 
it came on the newsstands. I am 16 and enjoy 
“Teen Talk.” I will be watching for more of 

your good stories. Keep up the good work. 
Rosa L. Williams 
Meigs, Ga. 


I am writing to tell you how much I enjoy 
TAN. I am 15, and have been reading TAN 
for a long time. I enjoy “Teen Talk.” Millions 
of teenagers should get TAN every month. It 
is really a good job and your stories are good. 
Keep the good work up. 

Agnes Marie Muye 
Pensacola, Fla. 


I am writing to let you know how much the 
teenagers in Manhasset enjoy TAN. I have 
been reading TAN ever since it came out on 
our newsstands. 

I am 17 and enjoy “Teen Talk.” All the 
teenagers of Manhasset will be watching for 
your wonderful stories. 

Juanita D. Simpkins 
Manhasset, L. I., N. Y. 


MIXED MARRIAGE 


We are readers of TAN and do not approve 


of Negroes and whites mixing. Whites should 
| mix with their own color; also Negroes. We 


do not believe God put a curse on Negroes, 

because if that was so, he would not be a just 

and a perfect God. Even though God said “let 

the tares and wheat grow together,” and the 

day of harvest, he would do the dividing. If 

anyone knows any other God except the only 
God, please let us know. 

Miss Mattie L. Sampson 

Miss Mary M. Sampson 

Clinton. N. C. 


In reading one of the recent issues of TAN, 
I noticed the controversial letters written on 
the question of mixed marriages. I feel that 
many of us are a little off the beaten path, s0 
to speak. 

It is not a black and white issue, but rather 











To 


he story | 
Kissed” by 
nager who 
nue to be 
hat is the 
ing in life, 
E. R.S$ 
sights, Ill, 
} 
ut I espe. 
uld Know 
per. I am 
nderstand 
uld know 
girls are, 
ke advice 
nd it out, 
as Mrs, 


ra James 
sca, Tex. 


January 
he article 
f there is 
ersonally 
ct shown 


” column 
I am a 


- looking 
1. 

jickerson 
s, 5.6 





much | 
er since 
id enjoy 
more of 
work. 

Williams 
igs, Ga. 


Se ene oes 


I enjoy 
ig TAN 
Millions 
ynth. It 
e good. 


——— 


e Muye 
la, Fla. 


uch the 
I have 
out on 


All the 
ing for 


mpkins 


pprove 
should 
s. We | 
pgroes, 
a just 
id “let 
id the 
ng. If 
e only 


mpson 
mpson 


N. C. 
TAN, 


en on 
| that 
th, so 


rather 





The Editor 


whether or not two people can get along. For 
after all, who can assume that they know 
better than the two people involved what will 
make him or her happy or unhappy? That 
very few of us are able to obtain happiness 
and maintain it over a period of years is evi- 
denced by almost every story printed in TAN 
_the struggle to acquire some sort of under- 
standing between two people. When two peo- 
ple have acquired that understanding, whether 
they be of the same or different race or reli- 
gion, what matters if they’re happy! 
Grace Walker 

Manhasset, L. I. 


VERA FRANCIS 
After seeing Vera Francis’ picture and read- 
ing her story, I must say I like her very much. 
| admire her for her determination and her 
insistence for self-respect. I’m sorry I wasn’t 
one of the men she went out with. 
Congratulations to her for getting the role 
in The President’s Lady. I’m hoping to see 
it in the future. 
Walter B. Johnson 
West Chester, Pa. 


HOW HE PROPOSED 


I, like so many more of your readers, enjoy 
your magazine, especially your series, “How 
He Proposed.” I find it so very interesting, 
learning how many of our great men and 
women have become united. 

I read quite recently “How He Proposed” 
by Mrs. Earl Bostic. This I enjoyed very 
much, because I have a nice collection of his 
good records, so I am strictly a Bostic fan. 

Your TAN has a nice circulation in Ber- 
muda of which I am proud to say. Keep up 
the good work and I’m sure it will grow even 
larger. You can count on me always as a fan. 

Millard Smith 
Shelly Bay, Bermuda 


SHOULD GIRL PROPOSE? 

I haven’t been a constant reader of TAN, 
but now I am; it seems to help me in some of 
my love affairs. I liked the story in your De- 
cember issue about, “Should A Girl Propose?” 
I've always wondered about that question—it 
has come into my mind very often, and I was 
very much delighted to find a story which con- 
tained that question. I think your TAN is 
wonderful. 

Margaret E. Brown 
Waverly, Va. 


BEST MAGAZINE 
You have the best magazine that has ever 
been put on the newsstands. Your book is 
copacetic. I haven’t missed a copy since it 
came out. 
Mary, Pat, Ruth and Cat 
Stockton, Calif. 


This is the first time i have ever written 
about your fine magazine. I must say that you 
really had a wonderful idea in mind when you 
first published TAN. 

Since I do quite a bit of reading, TAN is 
always first on the agenda. I don’t ever miss 
an issue, nor do I miss reading every story. 

TAN is a top-seller in my home town among 
both white and colored. 

Miss Georgia M. Waters 
Corsicana, Tex. 


IDEAL WIFE 

I sincerely congratulate you on a wonderful 

magazine. I have enjoyed every issue of TAN. 

l especially enjoyed the article, “What I Want 

ina Wife” by William Marshall. I hope that 

it won’t be complicated for him to find his 
ideal wife. 

Mrs. Lois Jones 

Memphis, Tenn. 


Personality BE-BOP Glasses 


ALL IN CLEAR WHITE OR GREEN LENSES. 


on 












All with Leatherette case 
end lens cleaner. a 
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Ne. 522 
GOLDEN BOP-TOP $695 
Genuine opticol zy! with 
gold plated trim. Demi- 
Amber Brown of Black 


fromes. 
$g95 


Neo. 222 

Same os cbove in deluxe 

GOLD FILLED trim. 
Ne. 581 


STARLITE $4 95 


Sparkling foke diamonds in a 
genuine zy! frome. Shell, 
Black, Blue or Pink Pearl 
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Ne. 520A No. 322 No. 516A 
LACE BEAUTY $295 YOUNG extcurives 399 SPARKLE DEBBY $495 
Colorful lightweight simu- Smort Hollywood style. Fake diamonds on top rim. 


Amber or brown fromes. 


Brown Shell or Black frames. 


loted, Bive or Pink Peorl 
or Jade fromes. 
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No. 311 No. 106 No. 517A 
LACE BE-BOP $495 BOP-TOP $395 DATE BAIT $395 
Pink, Blue or Clear Crystol New style Brown Shell, 14K Gold plated bow-knots 
optical frames with inlaid Black, Blue,or Pink Pearl and rims. Black, Brown, Blue 
black lace. frames. or Pink Pearl frames. 





No. 444 
GOLDEN HALO $1200 
Solid Gold 10K nosepiece 
in exquisite gold filled rim- 
less frame. Enclose $1.00 for 
Deposit. Pay Balance C.O.D. 


No. 201 
MEN'S DELUXE $495 
Genvine Optical Zyl. Tor- 
toise Shell. Black or Brown 
frames. 


No. 317 
DAISY MAE 


$395 


Mother-of-Pearl daisy with 


fake diamond insets. Shell 
or Black frames. 
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No. 314 


No. 519 
MEN’S GOLDEN $695 
Genuine zy!, gold plated 
trim. Brown or Block frames. 


$495 


MISS BROADWAY 
Rimless gold plicated frame. 
Ear pieces in Black, Brown, 
Pink or Blue Peorl. Lens 
colors — Clear, Green, Blue 


No. 131 $395 


GLITTER CLASSIC 
Lightweight, gold decoroted. 
Block, Brown, Bive or Pink 
Pearl frames. Cleor, Green 
or Rose Tint lens. 


No. 219 $895 


Same as above in deluxe 
GOLD FILLED trim. 


SEND FOR FREE CATALOG 
[ BE SAFE! BUY FROM | 


or Rose Tint. 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


199 QQ Market St., Newark 2, N. J 





HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 
199 QQ Market St., Newark 2, N. J. 


a... Please send C.0.D. Style No............. 
Se RE 
10 DAY TRIAL! ie 














TO TRA ee Address... 


or send money and we City 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE ; 


SEND NO MONEY — 
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postman plus postage 





poy all postage 


















6 DRESSES 


i. 


Now you can look smart and 
stylish with sensational low 
priced glamorous dresses that 
have been cleaned and pressed— 
in good condition for all occa- 
sions! A tremendous assortment 
of gorgeous one and two piece 
modern styles in all beautiful 
colors—in a variety of luxurious 
fabrics of rayons, cottons, gabar- 
dines, woolens, silks, ete. Expen- 
sive dresses—original value up 
to $40! 


FREE! 12 Different Sets of 
Button Cards! 5 to 8 matched 
buttons on each card. Worth 
a few dollars—but yours Free 
with dress order. 
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Girl Sizes 10, 12, 14 are 6 for 





$2.98 
Junior Miss Sizes 9, 11, 13, 15 are 6 for $3.75 
Women’s Sizes 14 to 20 and 38 to 52 are 6 for $4.75 



















GUILD 


103 E. Breadway, New York 2, N.Y. 


Oo 


Money Back Guarantee! 


Send $1 deposit, balance C.0.D. plus 
postage. Or send full amount with 25c 
ostage and save C.0.D. fee. Your 


money returned if not completely sat- 
isfled. Limited time offer—so rush order 


TODAY! 
Dept. 552 





Send for 


FREE 


CATALOG 
FOR 


FAMILY! 


HAT THE JUDGE said to the 

drunk makes a good yarn. What 
the blonde said to the flirt is a classic 
joke. What the Governor of North Caro- 
lina said to the Governor of South Caro- 
lina is precious American history. And 
what that Honey Bun said last night 
when he kissed you (hubba hubba) was 
something to be remembered. 

What the judge, the blonde and the 
governor said all bear repeating. They 
are all good stories. But be careful about 
quoting Johnny boy. If it was something 
extra super, you can share it with a few 
close friends. If it was a proposal, go 
quick and “tell it on the mountains”— 
Johnny (bless his precious heart) said 
(at long last): “Baby, will you marry 
me?” (Scream. ) 

That is news. But, angel child, if the 
“Johnny said” routine has become an 
anvil chorus which you recite every time 
you part your ruby lips in the presence 
of what friends you have—left, that is— 
skip it. Both you and Johnny are a tired 
record. Let us face it—you have become 
a trifle sickening. It is time to unquote. 

Always echoing what other people say 
and never having an honest-to-goodness 
thought of your own, makes you a 
mouse. You are just a Little Sir Echo, 
a sounding board that keeps repeating, 
repeating, repeating what somebody else 
said. You will never leave your imprint 
in the sands of time nor in the respectful 
memory of those who knew you. 

Your name will never be the subject 
of that popular radio program, Who Said 
That? And if you continue all through 
life with those quoting ways, you don’t 
even exist. You are already dead! 

Prefacing every sentence with what 
somebody said, and what you heard or 
read makes you a drag and drip in any 
cozy parlor. The gang wants to know 
what you have to say about drinking and 
petting and what is wrong with the 
younger generation today. They can well 














imagine. what your papa and mama 


By Jane Walters 





think. They have parents, too, remem. 
ber? What mama or what papa says can 
become just as boring as that Johnny 
business, and if you keep it up, your as 
sociates will learn to hate all of them. 

The difference between quoting some. 
one else and speaking your own mind is 
the difference between making and not 
making the senior planning committee, 
or becoming the class president or mak- 
ing a sorority, a fraternity. If you do 
not have an opinion of your own or are 
too timid to express the one you have— 
or resort to quibbling rather than com. 
ing right out with a flat yes or no—you 
just don’t count. Nobody wants a polly 
parrot or a “yes man” on his team. 

Quoting others is a phase most of us 
go through at various stages in our de- 
velopment, but it can also become a bad 
habit. As small-fry, we haven’t much of 
a soul to call our own, so we rely heavily 
for mental as well as physical needs on 
the old folks. During the boy-girl stage, 
a certain amount of what he or she said 
can be tolerated. In married life it is not 
unusual—but it is unfortunate—for a 
loving mate to begin every remark with 
“my husband” or “my wife” says. 

All of us know how perfectly dull a 
lecture can be when the speaker gener- 
ously sprinkles his words of wisdom with 
“it has been written,” “the scholars tell 
us,” and “as Socrates once said.” So it 
is “in the book!” 

There are times, of course, when 
quoting is in good taste and sometimes 
it comes in mighty handy. When a guy 
or gal gets in a tight spot, falling back 
upon the ultimatum of the parents can 
be a_ face-saver, even a_ life-saver. 
“Mother says I can’t go to taverns” will 
be much less vulnerable to boy friend’s 
arguments than anything cutie pie can 
say. And if you tell the Big Moment that 
Pappy says he’s never to set foot on your 
premises again, chances are he will be 
long gone. 

Quoting a (Continued on Page 66) 











































; 


ir 








, remem 
Says can 
- Johnny 
your as 
them. 
ng some- 
| mind is 
and not 
mmittee, 
or mak- 
you do 
n or are 
1 have— 
an com: 
no—you 
a polly 
1m. 
st of us 
our de. 
1e a bad 
much of 
heavily 
eeds on 
rl stage, 
she said 
it is not 
—for a 
rk with 


dull a 
 gener- 
ym with 
ars tell 
” So it 


when 
1etimes 
| a guy 
g back 
its can 
-Save}l. 
s” will 
riend’s 
ie can 
nt that 
n your 


vill be 


e 66) 








By James Goodrich 


IMMIE LUNCEFORD, late gifted 

maestro, whose jazz band became 
legendary, has been dead for almost six 
years now but his music is still as popu- 
lar as ever on phonograph records. Not 
once in the period since his untimely 
death in July, 1947, has the great appeal 
of his recordings waned even a slight bit. 
Today, the old Lunceford sides get a big 
play on disc jockey shows just like the 
new hits, and make for steady sales in 
record marts. 

The available Lunceford recordings 
are never sufficient to meet the demand. 
Yet, the record companies with masters 
of his works have been slow to recognize 
that fact. Only in recent months were 
any re-releases from the Lunceford cata- 
logue made available to the public. Many 
of the best Lunceford pressings are com- 
pletely out of print, though there is a 
great market for them. 

The Lunceford re-issues now on sale 
in record stores are on Columbia and 
Decca labels. Columbia has packaged 
some of the maestro’s most typical num- 
bers in an LP album of eight sides 
(Lunceford Special, Well All Right 
Then, The Lonesome Road, Chopin’s 
Prelude No. 7, White Heat, Uptown 


Blues, What’s Your Story Mornin’ Glory | 
and Baby, Won't You Please Come | 


Home). The album, named “Lunceford 
Special” after one of the sides in it, is 
part of the diskery’s Golden Era Series. 

Decca recently revived a 10-year-old 
Lunceford standard, Blues in the Night, 
Parts I and II, on a 78 rpm recording re- 
lease that met the requests of many fans. 
About three (Continued on Page 59) 





Don’t be 
HALF-SAFE 


It’s easy to be SURE! 








Doctors know this new Cream 
Deodorant, used daily, does MORE. 


Be sure your person and your clothes are safe 
from underarm perspiration stains and odor. 
To be effective, doctors know your deodorant 
must keep underarms dry and odorless, save 
your clothes from stains. Tests prove Arrid 
Cream Deodorant, used daily, protects 5 ways: 
1. Prevents the appearance of under- 
arm perspiration, keeps underarms dry. 

2. Removes odor from perspiration in- 
stantly, surely on contact. Keeps underarms 
sweet by antiseptic action. 

3.53% more security! Doctors prove 


New Cream Deodorant Proved 
53% MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRY2nd ODORLESS 


Arrid, used daily, is 114 times as effective 

as any other leading deodorant! 

4. Safe for clothes. Does not rot dresses 

or men’s shirts. Safe for finest fabrics. 

5. A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
cream. Preferred by 117,000 pal 
nurses. Arrid contains Cream- ~ 

ogen, won't dry out in jar. 





More men and women 


yse ARRID than any 
other deodorant! 
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1 A—“Dence With Me” Duo. Dress 


we 
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pw 


and matching jacket of Acetate 
Taffeta. Molded bust; full circle 
skirt. Jewel trim. Pink, Black, 
Mint Green. Sizes 10-18. $18.98 


8—"“Big Moment’’ NYLON Bieuse. 
Copied from $40 original in lovely 
Nylon Lace with Nylon Net yoke and 
velvet trim. Pink with Black; White; 


Block. Sizes 32 to 38... 


- $8.49 


C—“Tulip-Top” Skirt. Hi-rise 
waist molds your curves! Black 
Acetate Taffeto. Back zipper 
for perfect fit. Divine for 
doncing! Sizes 10 to 18. $7.98 


T FREDERICK'S of Hollywood, vost. «« 
4742 W. Washington Bivd., Les Angeles 16, Calif. 





item | Size 


Ist Color Choice [| 2nd Color | 
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Bust Measure 
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ShouldLoveBe 


Gaynelle’s shortened honeymoon convinced her that she 
would have been spared the hurt and embarrassment if the 
schools had only taught her something about love. 


‘HE DESK CLERK’S EYES bulged 
* like a couple of hard-boiled eggs 
hen I handed him the key to the bridal 
uite. “Something wrong with the ac- 
ommodations, folks?” he asked, look- 
g anxiously from me to Buck and back 


Fain. 

Buck merely set his face grimly, hand- 

i the bellboy a tip and picked up our 

igs. ““We—that is, my husband was 

ulled back to work unexpectedly,” I 

ammered. I turned and hurried after 
k. At least, we could leave the hotel 

gether, even though it was the sudden 

1 of the shortest and most miserable 

neymoon on record. 

Neither of us spoke on the way to the 

ition. Buck was apparently too hurt 

i bewildered; I was too confused and 

sartsick. It was only a five-hour trip 

ack home, so when we got on the train 
went to the lounge and made myself as 
mfortable as possible. I sensed that 
k preferred to be alone; as for my- 

I wanted to think, I wanted to try 

1 figure out why the honeymoon we’d 

th waited for had ended so disastrous- 

after two days of unhappiness and dis- 
pointment .. 
was a normal, healthy girl of 18 

ien | fell in love with Buck, perhaps a 

le more fortunate than some girls be- 
e my parents insisted that I have all 
)pportunities that they had passed up 
never had. Not that we were rich, 
you don’t have to be to get an educa- 
these days. 

My life had been a succession of 
hers, both public and private. When 
is a little girl, I had music teachers 

| dance teachers; then the usual pub- 
school teachers; later, a dramatic 
h and instructors and tutors in 

actically everything. Yes, I was 

ght everything a girl needs to know 
e a success in the social and business 
ld 

But my parents and my teachers ne- 

cted the most important subject of all, 


and I was forced to get my education 
along that line from my friends, girls— 
and boys—who, I discovered later, often 
knew less than I did about it. 

Like the time when I was 12 and went 
to my first real party. I was feeling very 
gay and quite grown-up in the new frock 
Mother had made as Betty, my closest 
friend, and I set out for the party. 

“Hurry up, Betty, we'll be late!” I 
said as she lagged behind. 

“Aw, who cares?” she said. “Just so 
we get there in time for the ice cream 
and cake.” 

“But we'll miss the games and all the 
fun!” 

“I don’t want to play any games, Gay- 
Post Office, Spin the Bottle— 
fooey!” 

I stared at her. “They’re the most fun 
of all, silly!” 

“They’re kissing games,” she hissed, 
“and I’m not going to have those nasty 
old boys do that to me!” 

She sounded so wise and so mysterious 
that I was certain she had some secret in- 
formation that I ought to know. I 
begged her to tell me what she meant, 
but she just smiled and tossed her head. 

After we got to the party, I was hav- 
ing too much fun to fret about Betty’s 
secret, but I noticed how she refused 
even to dance with the boys. Of course, 
there were games, and I had the time of 
my life. It wasn’t until we were on our 
way back home that | started pestering 
Betty to tell me what she had been hint- 
ing at earlier. 

“Oh, Gaynelle, don’t you know any- 
thing?” she said irritably. “But you’re 
so young,” she sighed. 

“You're only three months older than 
I am, Miss Smarty! Anyway, I think 
you're just making believe. You don’t 
know anything so extra special.” 

“Well, I know enough not to do what 
you did!” she declared. She put her 
hands on her hips and stamped her foot. 
“Gosh, you sure (Continued on Page 79) 


nelle. 








{In School? 


His arms crushed me to him. “I want the 
real thing, Gay!” 





he whispered savagely. 


Bringing 
Up Baby 


HINTS COLLECTED BY 


Ara Mau Corker 


(MOTHER OF 5) 


Bathing baby is one of the fun jobs, but 
sometimes new mothers 
stand a bit in awe of the 
task. Surest cure: Confi- 
dence in yourself, plus 
organization makes the 
bath routine a joy for both 
you and baby. Notes to 


1. Have everything you need at 
hand before you start: Powder, oil, 
pins, diaper, etc. 


2. Keep baby’s clean clothes within 
easy reach. Dress him directly after 
drying, so he won’t get chilled. 


3. Test water temperature. Should 
not exceed 100°. If you don’t have a 
thermometer, test with your elbow. 


4. Keep water about level with 
baby’s navel. Keep a firm grip on 
the little fellow to prevent slipping. 


5. Never, ever leave your darling 
alone, even for a minute. 


Now go ahead! Have a splash-happy time! 


Delicious, delightful and so digestible! It’s 
Gerber’s newest dessert for the bib-set. A 
delicate Banana Pudding. Mellow, perfectly 
ripened banana purée teamed with the 
smooth textured custard that feels so good 
on tiny tongues. Sun-kissed true-banana 
flavor plus the nutritive quality of the in- 
gredients: egg yolks, cream and whole milk 
solids, make it a most desirable dessert for 
baby. Next time you shop, stop at the shelf 
that carries Gerber’s Banana Pudding. 


* * * 


Change of scene! Babies, even as you and 
I, like a change of scenery. By changing the 
location of the play-pen from time to time, 
baby has new things to see and you make 
his private little home more attractive. 
Chances are he’ll be content for a longer 
period of time, too. 
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Richard Whipper 
226 West 150 Street 


k 
*Blackheads New York, New Yor! 





OVER S! MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 


If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85ce. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 


BLACK 4° WHITE 


OINTMENT 














~<.3> Tonight you can 75+ 
say goodbye to 
hair that is streaked, gray, 
dull, faded, burnt or lifeless. With the first 
application of BLACK STRAND Hair Color- 
ing, your hair takes on a natural, lustrous 
black beauty — evenly! BLACK STRAND 
won't rub off. Only occasional touch-ups 
necessary at temples, partings and roots as 
hair grows out. Yes, you can have like-new 
hair, shining, young-looking, this very night, 
mn your own home. No waiting for results. 
No expensive beauty parlor treatments neces- 
sary. USE BLACK STRAND oo have your 
hair look its colorful best. Satisfaction or 
money refunded. GET BLACK STRAND 
today—look like a new person tonight! At 
Druggists Everywhere. 


BLACK STRAND 
5 SHADES .. . Jet Black—Black—Dark 
Brown—Medium Brown—Light Brown 


STRAND PRODUCTS CO. 
Dept.723-C, 118 S. Clinton, Chicago 6, Ill. 








v\ STARS AND NUMBERS 


PRIL IS THE month that ushers in 

green leaves, buds and _ blossoms, 
giving us a gentle reminder that the 
mating season is at hand. Affairs of the 
mind give way to affairs of the heart, and 
love, of the impulsive, impelling type, 
manifests itself. 

Venus, the planet of love, is in Aries 
and is united with the solar rays until 
April 20. Spring brings the sun to the 
northern hemisphere, warming up both 
the heart and nature of man. It is truly 
a time for “love at first sight.” It was 
the poet who wrote: “In the spring a 
young man’s fancy lightly turns to 
thoughts of love.” 

This is all very well, if it is genuine. 
However, in April one cannot be too 
sure of this enduring phase, for Mars, 
the planet of impulsive action and pas- 
sion, is joined to Jupiter, planet of hope 
and optimism. The union of these two 
often encourages lovers to take a “gam- 
bling chance” that all will go well, for 
the sign of Taurus, ruler of affections 
and sex also prevails at this time. 

Venus is moving backward in the 
Zodiac, giving warning to keep in mind 
that stability of affection may be in 
jeopardy. This is particularly true for 
single people and applies with equal 
force to both sexes, especially during the 
final ten days of April. 

In developing new interests and con- 
tacts and in making engagements, one 
should keep in mind the more favorable 
dates listed at the end of this column. 
For engagements and marriages, the lst, 
2nd, Sth, 10th, 16th and 25th are more 
favorable. Unfavorable or unfriendly 
dates are the 4th, 11th, 12th, 13th, 26th 
and 28th. 

Those having birthdays under Aries, 
Gemini, Leo, Sagittarius and Aquarius 
will find natural advantages and encour- 
agement all during the month but more 
emphatic up to the 20th. Libra birth- 
days do not share the full measure of the 
other signs and may encounter some con- 





YOUR 


fusing and conflicting situations as they 
affect personal relationships. 

Their cues this month are calmness, 
self-confidence and patience. Capricorn 
and Cancer-born can follow the Libra 
advice, but, in the main, should have 
less to give them concern. Some favor- 
able promise is also shown for Taurus, 
Cancer, Virgo, Capricorn and Pisces 
birthdays, particularly from the 20th to 
the end of the month. 

The full moon of the 28th and 29th 
marks the high tide for the romantic and 
conjugal pattern of the month. Use 
various shades and tints of red to set off 
the color scheme for dress and decora- 
tions. Next in order are blues, greys and 
purples. The ruby and the diamond are 
the outstanding April gems. Numbers 
that stand out are 1, 3, 4, 6, 8 and 9. 
The number 9 is strong during the first 
20 days of the month, followed in im- 
portance by No. 6. 

Following are selected dates which 
favor the conduct of affairs of impor- 
tance for those born under the 12 signs 
of the Zodiac: 

Aries—3, 4, 5, 8, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 
15, 16, 17, 25 

Taurus—6, 10, 11, 14, 15, 16, 17, 18, 
19, 23, 24, 25 

Gemini—5, 8, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 16, 
17, 18, 19, 20, 21 

Cancer—1, 2, 5, 10, 11, 14, 15, 17, 
18, 19, 22, 29, 30 

Leo—3, 4, 5, 10, 11, 12, 14, 17, 22, 24, 
26, 27 

Virgo—l1, 2, 6, 11, 15, 18, 23, 25, 26, 
28, 29, 30 

Libra—l, 3, 5, 9, 10, 11, 16, 21, 22, 
27, 28, 30 

Scorpio—l, 3, 5, 6, 10, 14, 18, 23, 25, 
29, 30 

Sagittarius—3, 5, 7, 10, 11, 13, 17, 21, 
25, 26 

Capricorn—2, 6, 8, 10, 14, 15, 23, 
25, 28, 29, 30 

Aquarius—3, 5, 8, 10, 12, 13, 16, 17, 
26, 27 
Pisces—1, 2, 6, 11, 13, 15, 25, 29. 
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how he proposed 





BY MRS. JOHNNY HARTMAN 


OHNNY HARTMAN was vocalist with 

the Dizzy Gillespie band when | first 
met him in July of 1948 in New York. 
At the time, I was a switchboard opera- 
tor at the Hotel Theresa where he was 
living and I had not been too long out 
of show business myself. 

Johnny was trying to crash the big 
time as a jazz singer and I guess he was 
very disappointed at the slow progress 
he was making since he made his first 
singing appearance in New York with 
the Earl Hines orchestra. This debut for 
Johnny was at the Apollo Theater where 
he went over great with the audiences. 
But nothing seemed to be happening for 
him after that engagement was over. 

Since he was out to get ahead as fast 
as he could, Johnny switched to Dizzy’s 
combination, then going good as one of 
the top bebop bands and appearing at 
one of the music rooms on Broadway. 

I had seen Johnny coming in and out 
of the hotel and had noticed his quiet, 
unassuming manner. There was none of 
the loud and wrong business with him. 
His very nature seemed to cringe at the 
boisterous, crude and clowning manners 
of most of the characters who were his 
contemporaries and who were trying to 
make a name in show business. 


You usually associate show people 
with that kind of folk, I mean the ones 
who are not in show business and who 
are likely to give the whole profession a 
black eye because of one or two bad ac- 
tors. But my Johnny was and is differ- 
ent. That may be the reason why he has 
made so many friends. They have found 
out as I did that he is a sincere fellow 
and could never let success run to his 
head. Neither could he be common for 
his background would not permit him. 

Today, Johnny is right up there with 
the top singers. I mean singers like Billy 
Daniels, Herb Jeffries, Arthur Prysock 
and the Sinatras, the Tony Martins, the 
Johnnie Rays and the Al Hibblers. This 
is no wifely build-up for a husband. Ask 
the disc jockeys, the theater and night 
club managers, the television people, and 
they will all tell you that Johnny Hart- 
man is a top singer. 

But to get up there, Johnny had to 
experience a lot of disappointments as 
other native Chicago boys have. New 
York, I know, is rough on Chicago folk 
in particular; at least, Harlem is. They’ve 
got to be better than great even to get 
an audience. Johnny had to go through 
the same rugged routine as did Nat 
(King) Cole, Dinah Washington, Ray 
Nance, Marie (Continued on Page 66) 
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you can’t even feel you're wearing 
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cannot possibly form wherever you are— 
because there is no contact with the air. 
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ANN PINKHAM 
BOOKLET 

explains the intimate 

: mysteries of female 

system...reports doctors’ 

findings about how you may 


STOP MONTHLY CRAMPS 


eee even on the First Day! 


Regularly priced at 25¢... but easily worth $1. 
Under limited “first edition” offer, new 24-pg. 
(over 5000 word) booklet—fully illustrated in 
color — yours absolutely free! Tells why you 
menstruate, explains physiology of process. 
Why do you call it “the curse”? How about 
regularity—cramps—“change of life’? Scores 
of other questions answered authoritatively. 


New! Easy-to-take Tablets! 


Learn, too, how taking Lydia Pinkham’s Com- 
pound or Tablets gave complete or striking re- 
lief of functional cramps and other “monthly” 
distresses in 3 out of 4 cases in doctors’ tests— 
even on first, worst day of period! That’s 
because of Pinkham’s soothing effect on 
source of the pain. Modern in action, you'll 
welcome new Lydia Pinkham Tablets with 
added iron ...sSo convenient, easy to take! 


Health, fill out and mail to ANN PINKHAM, 
63 Cleveland St., Lynn, Mass. Mailed in plain 
envelope (not sent to children). 
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Address 











Offer good only until May 6, 1953 
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CONTAINS LANOLIN! Relieves “shampoo- 
dry” hair and dry scalp! Keeps your hair 
in place...lustrous and well-groomed, all day! 





Fitch Rose Hair Dressing now gives this 
amazing double-action care for your hair: 


1. FITCH keeps wild, dry hair sleekly 
groomed all day! 


2. FITCH conditions dry scalp as you 
groom your hair. Contains lanolin. 


20,000,000 bottles sold every year. Get 
Fitch Rose Hair Dressing at toilet-goods 
counters everywhere. 


FITCH Sp 


ROSE HAIR DRESSING 
end BRILLIANTINE 


Aiso Famous Fitch Hair Oii—10¢ 
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By Helen Sides 


f teen MAIN OBJECT in addressing a 
letter should be to insure that the 
addressee receives it without difficulty or 
delay. This can best be achieved by the 
legibility, clarity and arrangement of the 
writing. The manner in which one ad- 
dresses a letter, therefore, plus the letter 
formations, can be most revealing. 
Writing on an envelope is expressive 
of one’s attitude toward others and how 
one fulfills his social duties and obliga- 


tions. When this writing differs from 


+ 
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Fig. 5 


the handwriting in the letter itself, it 
shows that appearances and actions are 
not one and the same. 
outward behavior disagreeing with an 
inner state of mind. 


It is a case of 


For illustration, here are a few exam- 


ples: In Fig. 1, the writing on the en 
velope is larger and the pressure heavier 
than the writing in the letter. This indi. 
cates a pose of self-assurance by the 
writer—a woman. Her movements and 
dress are planned to attract attention, 
There is too much importance attached 
to external appearance and effect. This 
woman is continually emphasizing her 
self-assurance in her manner and in her 
social relationships. 

Fig. 2 is the handwriting of a person 
whose writing on the envelope is smaller 
and narrower than the writing in the 
letter. From this difference, we know 
that the self-confidence of the writer is 
greater than would appear from his out. 
ward behavior, which is self-conscious 
and uncertain. He is also shy and non. 
assertive. He may be certain of himself 
on his job but before strangers and in 
social life, he loses that assurance. 

In Fig. 3 is shown a good example 
of exhibitionism in envelope-addressing. 
This envelope is supposed to produce a 
decorative effect and show the writer’s 
fine sense of beauty, but the bold flour- 
ishes and exaggeratedly sweeping move- 
ments are not expressive of good taste 
but are merely means of trying to im- 
press others. 

In the letter itself, the handwriting has 
fewer flourishes. When with his family 
and friends, this writer does not put on 
this demonstration of showiness that he 
does with strangers or with those out- 
side his own circle. 

Emphasis on the upper region in hand- 
writing signifies an emphasis upon the 
spiritual and intellectual. Emphasis up- 
on the middle region shows the social 
and emotional influence, while emphasis 
upon the lower region indicates a leaning 
toward the material. Applying this to 
Fig. 4, we can say that the writer is 
overly enthusiastic and does not sufh- 
ciently consider material reality. She 
seems to be up in the air. 

Fig. 5 presents a situation just the 
opposite of that in Fig. 4. This writer 
has a tendency (Continued on Page 70) 
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To shield her high school teacher from a nasty seandal. ee 


Ruth married a classmate. but when the teacher tried to 


take their baby, she had to do some fast thinking. 


f AVE YOU ever had one of those days when every- 
thing seems almost too perfect? The weather is 
bright and clear, you’ve got your man and your baby, 
and the future promises the fulfillment of all your dreams. 
[t was on such a day that a snatch of a poem I’d learned 
in school flitted through my mind—“God’s in His heaven, 
all’s right with the world. . . .” 
Little Larry was happily bouncing around in his play- 
pen and as | worked in the kitchen, I stopped now and 


then to watch his antics. I stopped for a cigarette and 
let my eyes wander around the spotless room. We didn’t 
have a lot of money, but by hard work and careful plan- 
ning I made our little home as comfortable and bright and 
cheery as those in the magazine ads. 

Henry and | spent much of our time in the kitchen, 
eating, working together, or just sitting and talking. With 
a sudden surge of joy, I realized that I could think of my 
husband without the twinge of guilt that formerly marred 
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our relationship. It had been only in the last few weeks 
that I could face his steady gaze and say “I love you” — 
and mean it from my heart. 

Yes, I had grown up a lot. With new maturity, I now 
knew the deep ecstasy of the kind of love that grows from 


I'd 


respect and understanding and unselfish devotion. 


found to my surprise it was just as thrilling as the ro- 


mantic, pulse-quickening kind, and much more secure and 
satisfying. 






And thinking about Henry, stirred my emotions, sent 
a warm flood of desire coursing through me, and I longed 
for the comforting circle of his arms. 

There was a noise and a loud cry from the yard and I 
ran outside to where Larry had banged his head against 
the railing of his play pen. I picked him up and kissed 
away the pain, dried his tears, and in a few moments he 
was laughing and cooing against my breast. 

He was a beautiful baby, Henry’s pride and joy. In a 





























Ruth wanted to keep it that way. But Professor Tucker, 


burst of love and happiness I buried my 
face against his soft, sweet body. “Baby 
—baby,” I crooned. “All’s right with 
the world!” 

But life has a way of building you up 
to the heights, then slapping you down. 
And. when the sound of the doorbell 
drifted out into the backyard, a strange 
fear gripped me. Henry was still at 
work, and anyway, he had a key. A 
neighbor would have walked right in, or 


“If you breathe a word to Henry or ever 
stick your nose around here again—I’ll 
kill you! So help me, God—I'll kill you.” 








Since Henry really didn’t know that he was not the father of her baby, 


the real father, had other ideas. There was only one way out and she took it. 


called out to see if I was home. I de. 
posited Larry in his pen and hurried into 
the house. 

“All’s right with the world—” I kept 
repeating to myself. And then, just as | 
reached the front door, 1 remembered 
where I'd learned the poem—in the Eng. 
lish class taught by Professor Tucker, 
the father of my baby! 

And opening the door to find Rudolph 
Tucker standing there big as life was al- 
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most as if my thoughts had summoned 
up a ghost from the past. I was so 
shocked, I had to lean against the door 
for support. I couldn’t speak at all. 

He was thinner, older looking, but he 


baby, 


“a still had that careless charm about him 
even though his clothes were worn and 
his shirt collar frayed. “Hello, Ruthie,” 

. I de. he said, a faint smile on his lips. 

ied into “What—what do you want?” I fal- 
tered. 

I kept “I’ve come back for you—and our ba- 

ust as | by. Just as I said I would,” he told me. 

mbered My hand flew to my heart. “Rudolph 
ne Eng. —no!” 

fucker, He seemed very sure of himself. 
“Aren’t you going to invite me in?” 

udolph Moving as if in a daze, I backed away 

was al- from the door and made it to a chair be- 


fore my knees buckled. Rudolph fol- 
lowed me inside and took a seat. “How 
about a drink to celebrate the homecom- 
ing?” he asked. It was then that I no- 
ticed the jerky, nervous movements of 
his hands, the way his tongue darted 
over his lips. If he had taken to drink, 
it was understandable. 

I forced myself to get up and go into 
the kitchen for the bottle that Henry 
usually kept in the cupboard for emer- 
gencies. I stalled for time, taking a long 
time to get the glasses, the soda water 
and the ice cubes. For a moment, I con- 
sidered picking up Larry and running 
away. Only there was no place to hide. 
My past had caught up with me and I 
had to face it. 

Rudolph downed the first drink in one 
gulp, then held out his glass for another. 
“Now this is what I call real hospital: 
ity,” he sighed, settling back against the 
cushions of the sofa. 

» “Are—are you going to stay long?” 
» lasked fearfully. 

| He spread his hands. “That depends 
" —on you. A lot of things have happened, 
© Ruth. Things that hurt me, made me 
| doubt myself. My job’s gone, my wife’s 
> gone—” 

“You shouldn’t have come.” 

’ “Thad to!” He jumped up and began 
© to pace the floor. “I suddenly realized 
- that my whole life has been wasted. It 
| took more and more of this—” He 
| poured himself another drink. “To give 
_ me courage to face life. There’s only one 
' thing that can give me confidence in my- 
_ self, Ruthie.” 

My heart stood still. “I don’t know 
what you mean.” 

































“Something to live for. I’ve made up 
my mind to keep that promise I made 
to you. I want you—and my son.” 

There had been a time when I would 
have felt pity for him, when blind in- 
fatuation would have sent me rushing 
into his arms. But now, I only wanted 
him out of my house. I wanted only to 
forget. “Why did you have to come 
back?” I demanded. “I’m married now, 
and I love my husband.” 

He raised his eyebrows and smiled 
disdainfully. “Don’t try to kid me, 
Ruthie. I remember the way it was with 
the two of us. It can’t be that way with 
you and Henry. He’s not the type.” 

“Rudy—” I tried to forget the times 
I'd whispered that name while lying in 
his arms. “I know it’s hard to under- 
stand, but I do love Henry. Seeing you 
again just makes me realize how much. 
Sure, it’s different from the way we—” 

“Then you do remember?” He came 
over to me and tried to take me in his 
arms. I broke free and backed against 
the wall. We stood facing each other, 
and I saw the wild, desperate gleam in 
his eyes. “I don’t believe it! I can’t be- 
lieve it,” he fairly shouted. 

My eyes flew to the bottle standing on 
the table. I tried to smile. “Have an- 
other drink, Rudy,” I coaxed. “Let’s talk 
this over calmly.” 

He hesitated, then turned and grabbed 
up the bottle. He turned it up to his 
mouth, then sat down heavily. He 
seemed a broken shell of a man, and his 
voice was almost a whimper when he 
spoke. “Don’t you see, Ruthie—I can’t 
let myself think that you and Henry—” 
He ran his hand over his face. “He’s a 
nobody. A common, ordinary working 
stiff. 
plished things. If a guy like that can 


I’ve got education—I’ve accom- 


take my girl—” 

“But I’m not your girl!” 

He turned his bloodshot eyes full on 
me. “But that is my son,” he said even- 
ly. “And you do love me—I’ll make you 
love me again!” 

This time, there was no escaping his 
embrace, but I fought desperately as his 
wet lips crushed against my face. “Please, 
Rudy—Henry has been good to me—to 
the baby. If he found out now, it would 
kill him.” 

A sneer twisted his lean face. “Why 
should I give a damn? Don’t you think 
I’ve been living in hell all this time? I 
want you, Ruth—I need you.” 





Something inside my brain snapped. 
I saw there was no use trying to reason 
with him; he was like a wild man. Sum- 
moning all my strength, I drew back my 
hand and slashed it across his face. He 
fell back cursing and sobbing, staring at 
me in disbelief. Then he collapsed on 
the sofa. 

I stood over him, almost out of my 
mind with fear and anger. “I’m glad I 
didn’t marry you, glad, do you hear? 
Sure, I made a mistake when I thought 
I loved you. But I was just a kid. There 
was no excuse for you. You call your- 
self a man—taking advantage of a school 
girl, cheating on your wife, and then. 
when there’s trouble, you duck out! 
Well, I paid for my sins, and I don’t 
want you crawling back to me begging 
for sympathy!” 

I rushed into the bedroom and ripped 
open a bureau drawer. In a shoe box 
was the money I’d saved from what 
Henry gave me to run the house. I dug 
out the bills—$56, and tossed them at 
his feet. “Get out! That’s every cent 
I’ve got.” 

I could tell by the look in his eyes 
that he believed me. With shaking 
hands, he picked up the loose bills and 
crammed them into his pocket. He slow- 
ly walked to the door, then paused. “If 
you breathe a word to Henry or ever 
stick your nose around here again—I’ll 
kill you!” I told him as my voice 
dropped to a menacing whisper. “So 
help me, God—TI’ll kill you!” 

Then he said in a choked voice, “I’m 
a man—and I'll prove it. I'll prove it, 
if it’s the last thing I ever do!” 

After he left, I wandered about the 
room in a daze. I couldn’t seem to col- 
lect my thoughts. A short time later, 
Ella Reevers, my next-door neighbor, 
rushed into the house. 

“Ruth! What’s wrong? Larry’s in the 
back yard crying his heart out.” She 
came over and shook me by the shoul- 
ders. “What is it? That man who just 
left—did he hurt you or the baby?” 

I shook my head to clear it. “No— 
everything’s all right, Ella. But do me a 
favor, will you? Take care of Larry un- 
til Henry comes home. I’ve—I’ve got 
something to do.” 

She stared at me for a moment, then 
said, “Sure, Ruth. I'll be glad to. Only 
—are you sure nothing’s wrong?” 

I smiled feebly. “Nothing that can’t 
be straightened out. And that I’ve got 
to do myself. (Continued on Page 66) 
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Katie Blackburn thought that she could 
still “‘play around” with other men 
after her marriage, and only a terrify- 
ing experience saved her from crashing 
her domestic happiness on the rocks. 


HEN RUSS asked me to marry him, I was terri- 

fied. Instead of floating on a cloud lined with 
marital bliss, cooing babies and a little white cottage 
on the corner, I sank into the depths of despair. I loved 
Russ. There was no doubt of that. I wanted desper- 
ately to marry him, but when he proposed he brought 
me face to face with a truth that I had kept pushing 
way back out of reach of my conscience. I needed a 
lot of men to satisfy me and | honestly didn’t think | 
could be happy tied down to just one lover. 

This was six years ago. It took me a full month to 
say “yes” to Russ. He was puzzled at my reluctance 
to marry him because he was sure that I loved him and 
wanted to be his wife. I started several times to tell 
him of my driving fear that I was destined to be an 
unfaithful wife even before I said “I do.” But I decided 
that I would keep it a secret from him. 

After many bouts with myself, | made up my mind 
that it was time for me to stop giving in to my urges, 
to stop seeking and finding the thrills of the playgirl. 
I decided that I would marry Russ and be a good wife. 
It wasn’t easy. Russ was a perfect husband and that 
helped. He was quiet, gentle, thoughtful and absolutely 
dependable. 

I ignored passes I’d get from fellows—some old 
friends of mine, some friends of my husband, others 
new acquaintances. It was always like not having a 
cigarette after dinner—a frustrating emptiness which 
you felt you had to fill. But I put my welling emotions 
to work in other channels—sewing, reading, and, best 
of all, waiting for my husband to make love to me. 

At first, I thought I'd made a mistake when I mar- 
ried Russ. He was quite unlike me. He was not inter- 
ested in glamour, night life, society. He was a “home- 
body” who wanted to stay in the apartment all the time, 
reading, talking to me, listening to records or just put- 
tering around. 

Fortunately, our baby gave me new interests. We 
both adored him and, somehow, it seemed to draw us 
a little closer together. As the months and years passed 
the gay and romantic life I had known really became 
a thing of the past. Only rarely did I dream of the 
days when I was a popular glamour girl flitting frem 
man to man. When I did think back to those days, that 
old emotion stirred within me but I found it easier and 
easier to slap it down. I really thought I had reformed 
until | met Mac Marvin. 

The way he talked to me, what his words implied, 
again started the hot flame of desire burning in me. 
The mere fact that he was interested in me was enough 
to revive the old doubts in my mind about my settling 
down with one man. Mac (Continued on Page 51) 
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What really happened that night down in Lovers’ Lane. 
but when her friends began as. down 


will never know. 


their noses at her. she was sure 


VICTIM 


Vi: irgo 


that it must have been some- 


thing horrible. 


66"(.HE NAME of the victim was withheld . . .” 

This is the way the newspapers protect 
the victim of a criminal attack. They do not 
publish the name of a woman, and the public at 
large knows only that another sex degenerate has 
violated an innocent woman. 

And yet, such tragic incidents can never be 
completely hushed up. Friends, relatives, neigh- 
bors—all of them are bound to know some or all 
of the gory details. That’s what happened in my 
case. My name was “withheld” but my reputa- 
tion suffered in the aftermath. It was as soiled 


as my body after it had been violated by the 
nameless, faceless creature who grabbed me . 

I still have nightmares about that awful night. 
There were five of us out in the Forest Preserves 
that night, two girls and three fellows. I remem- 
ber how salty Joe was because he didn’t have a 
date. Norma was going steady with Ken, and I 


had come out with Al. But Joe had the car, so 
the fellows had promised to get him a blind 
date. When all their prospects fell through, they 
managed to persuade Joe to drive out into the 


country anyway. 


So we had ended up with Norma and Ken in 
the back seat of the car, Al and I under a tree 
a short distance away—and Joe in the driver’s 
seat twiddling his thumbs. 

I guess every city or town has its Lovers’ 
Lane. It’s usually a secluded spot where couples 
can neck in privacy. And that’s what was on the 
minds of the fellows when we first started out. 
Norma, who was a year older than I, had been 
on these parties many times, and it was under- 
stood that when we got there, she and Ken would 
want to be alone. So that’s why Al took a 
blanket from the car and spread it down a little 
way down the path. 

I was confident I could handle the situation 
as Al and I smoked in the darkness. But finally 
he said matter of factly, “Okay, Margo, let’s get 
with it.” 

Then I got a little scared. His lips were on 


mine, and his hands caressed me intimately. I ‘; 


struggled, but he wouldn’t release me. His kisses 
seemed to drain me. I wasn’t afraid of Al, but 
I was in a panic, wondering whether 


(Continued on Page 55) 


of myself. 
the swirling tide of 





One of the reporters poked his leering face close to 


mine and asked: “Did he did anything happen?” 














Are Frenchmen 


When love came to two of the famous Peters Sisters, it came with a French accent. In this 






















revealing story, they tell what makes Frenchmen so different from other men and why they 


married French husbands. 


| BY THE PETERS SISTERS 


IF WE HAD decided to marry two lit- with the statement, “50 million French 
tle green men from Mars, it could not — men can’t be wrong.” 

have caused any more public speculation Actually, we do not consider our mar. 
than the revelation that two of the Folies _riages to Frenchmen to be sensational. 
Bergere Peters Sisters had taken unto We married the men we did because we 
themselves French husbands. Almost im- loved them and they loved us. They of- 
mediately after our marriages, each of fered us the devotion we had yearned for 
us began receiving a flood of letters from _all our lives, and we think we were wise 
curious fans back home who wanted to in refusing to pass it by. But because 
know just what it is that Frenchmen have thousands of people do think our mar- 
which American colored men don’t. riages are out of the ordinary, we want 

Neither of us had stopped to think of _ to tell them about our French husbands, 
our marriage in strictly racial terms be- how we met them, why we married them, 
fore this deluge began, because after liv- and what our lives are like. 
ing in Europe as long as we have, a lot 
of the racial problems which were so 
pressing and important in America just 
floated into the background of our lives, 
and we learned to accept people as 
people. 

But after the fan mail barrage began, 
we recalled some of the things we had 
heard about Frenchmen while we lived 
in the United States, and it struck us 
that the stereotyped ideas which Ameri- 
cans have about Frenchmen are not so 
terribly different from those which 
American whites have about American 
Negroes. For example, everybody has 
heard that Frenchmen are “hot blooded, 
passionate Latins.” They are supposed 
to be perpetually gay and debonair, with 
Gallic charm and old world savoir faire. 

Love is assumed to be their principal 
occupation, and everything in their 
thinking (aside from war, politics and 
economics) is assumed in America to be 

































based upon lovemaking. Americans say 







{== a woman has never been loved until she 







SE _ has been caressed by a Frenchman, and 


Virginia Peters and Michel Engel, her there are a hundred risque jokes going 
French husband, an outstanding artist. around in the States, all of which end 
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first of the famous sisters to marry, gets some exercise tossing medicine ball with her husband, Willie Kett, French musician 
and artist. Kett, a fine vibraharpist, is the leader of the orchestra which accompanies the comedy act. 


irginia speaking: | said “I do” to 
hel Engel two years ago. Our mar- 
e was blessed with a husky son who 
vy one year old. My husband and I 
ally think he is the power and the 
the finest young man in the 
His full name is Didier Michel 
Engel, but everybody calls him 
And everybody—including 
grandmothers and friends of ours 
rybody wants to do something for 
He is the center of attraction and 
pivot of our lives. 


atches while sisters, Virginia and Mattye, sample her 
cooking in kitchen of their Paris apartment. 


My husband is our business manager, 
and is recognized as one of the leading 
illustrators of France. I met him in a 
silly way. C’etais completement fou— 
absolutely crazy. And I give my sister, 
Mattye, credit for an assist. She was 
just having fun, but I’m glad of it now, 
because if she hadn’t given Cupid a 
shove, things might not have turned out 
as they did. 

We were playing the A.B.C. (Paris 
Music Hall) and Michel, who had done 
the posters for the lobby, was inspecting 


i 
= 


his work after watching the show. As 
we came out on our way home, I gave 
Michel a great big look and whispered 
to Mattye: “That man over there is just 
my type.” 

Mattye stopped dead in her tracks, a 
mischievous grin on her face. “Don’t 
tell me,” she whispered back. “Tell the 
man!” 

“T can’t do that,” I said. “Good Lord, 
what would he think?” 

“There’s one sure way of finding out,” 


she said, with the grin growing wider. 
=} } 


Anne’s husband, Willie Kett, joins family for evening meal of 
spaghetti, but makes no attempt to gear appetite to theirs. 
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Although Frenchmen really do not spend all of their waking 





hours in lovemaking, they have a certain ardor and finesse 
when they do that does something to women’s emotions. 
That’s why two of the Peters Sisters married Frenchmen. 


Mattye marched right over to Michel, 
touched his arm, and spilled everything. 
“] just thought you'd like to know,” she 
said sweetly. “My sister has eyes for 
you!” 

" [could have died with embarrassment. 
That sister of mine had made it sound 
like I was actually throwing myself at 
the poor man. But as Fate would have 
it, Michel was the perfect gentleman. He 
made everything right with his answer. 
“And I,” he said to Mattye, but with his 
eyes on me, “have mad eyes for your 
lovely sister!” 

That did it. Our romance got off in 
high gear and never slowed down. May- 
be the result would have been the same 
if we had met more conventionally, but 
] think the incident told me a lot about 
the character of the man I was later to 
marry. 

French men do have a very special fi- 
nesse. Michel was considerate, ardent 
and attentive. He did the usual things 
like sending flowers and bringing gifts, 
as a matter of course. But when he gave 
a gift or performed the same courtesies 
as other men had done, he somehow 
managed to add a little something spe- 
cial that made a whale of a difference. 
It was the French touch—in Michel’s 
own special way. And I guess it’s some- 


Anne stops in middle of drinking lemonade which husband Willie 
Prepared to enjoy joke told by dressing room visitor at night club. 


thing you have to experience to under- 
stand what it does to your emotions. 

In the beginning, Michel couldn’t 
speak a word of English, but the way he 
bought up a gang of books and tore into 
them like a house afire was certainly 
something to see. He explained his haste 
by saying he “wanted to know what Vir- 
ginia’s family was saying about me.” 
Even the way he learned to eat fried 
chicken and hot biscuits—something he 
had. never tasted before—helped to tip 
the scales in his favor. 

In France, eating a chicken fried is 
definitely not a national habit, and I was 
just a little bit nervous when we served 
But I needn’t have 
been at all. Michel put away his share 


some the first time. 


like an old fried-chicken eater—using his 
fingers like a veteran. 

I guess that even then I knew Michel 
and I would marry. The French romance 
points more toward the altar than among 
Catholic teachings and 
the national attitude may have something 


other groups. 


to do with it—because they tend to point 
up the family as the prime human unit. 

We were engaged for about a year. 
For professional reasons we both agreed 
that I was an artist first, with marriage 
and motherhood to come when it could 
be most conven- (Continued on Page 48) 
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Marquee of Folies Bergere in Paris blazes 
with name of famous sister act, only one 
to be put in lights. 






Virginia Peters Engel fondles son, Didier Michel Bruno, short- 
ly after his birth in Passy clinic. Youngster is year old now. 
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NWED 
FATHER 


Jimmy wasn’t sure whether the baby was his or not, but he 


lid know that the pangs of conscience he suffered would 


haunt him forever as an unwed father. 


| ‘HE TAVERN across the street from 
the No. 2 gate of the huge Miller 
el works was really jumping. The 
yn had just negotiated a pay raise 
| it was the first pay day. with the 
ra five bucks in our envelopes. Blonde- 
ed Mike Kiska and his buddy, Al 
iry, a dark giant of a man, were al- 
ly feeling their drinks and were tak- 
turns setting up the house. It was a 
for celebration because after it was 
that extra dough would go each 
k to pay the bills that a working stiff 
sr seems to get rid of. 
they were all laughing and shout- 
ind drinking—guys from the open- 
th furnace, the foundry, the rolling 
Me? I was just drinking. It had 
1 a long time since I’d been free to let 
team and that was no time to start. 
almost sorry the raise had gone 
igh. For me it just meant more 
ble, bigger headaches. 
t that I didn’t need the money. But 
Shirley would insist that we go 
ugh with our wedding plans. I had 
nised that we’d get married as soon 
was making enough money. This 
brought my pay up to the figure 
agreed on. 
now, I’d run out of excuses. There 
t a chance in the world that she 
know about the raise. Life in a 
»wn revolves around the mills and 
ewspapers carried news of little else. 


I had made Shirley wait almost a year. 
I’d told her that I was putting aside $10 
a week so we'd have a nest egg when we 
got married. But I lied. 

That ten bucks was coming out of my 
pay each week all right, but it wasn’t go- 
ing into the bank or underneath the mat- 
tress. It was going to a girl I’d seen only 
a few times in my life—for the support 
of my illegitimate son . . . 

My parents brought me to the big steel 
town near Chicago when I was 12. There 
were three girls in the family then; even- 
tually I had five sisters. Being the eldest 
child and the only boy made me the fa- 
vorite with my father, although Mom was 
always getting after him about making 
more of a fuss over me than the girls. 

We had it rough those first years up 
north. Dad had left his little farm in 
Tennessee because of the fancy war 
wages being paid in defense. plants. But 
I always had the feeling that if he’d had 
five more sons instead of daughters, he 
would have stuck it out on the farm and 
made a go of it. As it was, Dad decided 
to get a job in the steel plant one of his 
friends had written him about. 

But Dad was doomed to disappoint- 
ment. I never did find out what hap- 
pened, but I do know that even in those 

days when mere kids were making fab- 
ulous wages there was many a man who 
couldn’t get his (Continued on Page 74) 
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rere: 


“Marcella Price had a baby 
last week. She named you as 
Pe the father.” 
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“You sell love, Tony, and I buy it. Only, the supply ' 
ceeds the demand. Would you like to leave me non’ 





~ FOR LOVE 


As a wealthy widow, Cleo had her pick of the town’s young men who 
showered her with attention and flattery. But despite her immense wealth 
and attractiveness, Cleo discovered love can be sold but is difficult to buy. 


6647 OU’RE ALL MY world, the sweetest, dear- 
est thing on earth, darling.” 

The passion in Tony’s voice took my breath 
away. I tried to keep the tremor from running 
through my body, heating up my blood as those 
doe-soft, brown eyes looked deep into mine. Al- 
most in a hypnotic spell, I allowed my eyes to 
caress the long lashes, the proud sweep of his 
curly hair, the set of his full lips. 

Tony was a pretty man, an intoxicating man 
and, for a second, I wanted to melt back into his 
arms, to feel the power of his holding me as he 
had been that night at the Delta dance. Then, his 
next words sent me plunging back to earth, set me 
down smack in the middle of reality. 

“Mind if I keep the car tonight, sweet?” he 
asked lightly, too lightly, I realized. 

My gaze turned out the window of my apart- 
ment house. I could see the smart black Cad- 
illac coupe parked at a rakish angle in front of 
the building—rakish and racy, like Tony. That 
car and Tony belonged together, | thought. Just 
as the expensive Brooks Brothers clothes he wore 
—the clothes I had bought. Just like the breath- 
taking Village apartment in which he lived—the 
apartment on which I paid the rent as regularly 
as a clock. 

Suddenly, I was sick of Tony, sick of his 
clothes, sick of his phony cash-on-delivery love. 
But I was sicker of myself. I forced myself to 
forget what the feel of his big, capable hands did 
to my shoulders, to forget that he was a fever in 
my blood, a frenzy in my brain. I spoke with a 
slow, solemn resolve. 

“Yes, Tony,” I told him. “You may have the 
car tonight. And you may keep it tomorrow and 
the next day and the next day. In fact, tomorrow, 
I’ll have my lawyer transfer the ownership to your 
name. In your business, the car will be an asset 
and I might as well let you have it because, after 
tonight, I won’t be seeing you any more.” 

One of the aristocratic eyebrows raised in well- 
bred amazement. 

“But, sweetheart . 

I smiled bitterly. 


. .” he began. 


“Sweetheart, my ankle,” I told him cruelly. 
“Drop the routine, pretty boy. I’m through. We're 
through. We’ve got nothing against each other 
because we've got everything on each other. You 
sell love, Tony, and I buy it. Only, the supply 
exceeds the demand. Would you like to leave me 
now?” 

Tony’s last desperate attempts to make me 
listen were anti-climactic as I turned my back on 
him. 

The sick feeling inside me very nearly gave 
way to consolation when he left. I walked through 
my gorgeous apartment, looking again at the ex- 
pensive furniture, the luxurious rugs, the atmos- 
phere to which I had become accustomed. My 
eyes lit fondly on a mural I had picked up a few 
days ago, a piece of undying art which I’d been 
seeking for years. How important can men like 
Tony be when there is beauty like this to be cap- 
tured in a frame and hugged to one’s self in pos- 
session, | demanded of myself sharply. But I 
knew that Tony was still important. 

I knew that when an inner force propelled me 
over to the window overlooking the dimly-lit 
street below, sloping down into the edge of Har- 
lem. I knew that Tony was important when I saw 
his slender, perfect figure, his broad shoulders as 
he walked jauntily out of the entrance below and 
got into my car—his car now—and zoomed away 
from the curb, racing back, I knew, to Seventh 
Avenue—to the lights, the pretty women, the 
scotch and sodas and the romance. 

I turned back to the living room. The expen- 
siveness of it was no longer consoling. I looked 
at the mural with tired, uninspired eyes. I went 
to the gleaming bar and made myself a long 
drink, then sank down into the enclosing depth 
of a chair by the window and thought. . . 

There'd be another Tony tomorrow and an- 
other Tony the next day. They wouldn’t be called 
Tony. They wouldn’t look like him. But the pat- 
tern of them would be the same—attractive men, 
younger than I—men whose goal in life was to 
sell attention, flattery and companionship to love- 
starved women like me. (Continued on Page 60) 
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- Biggest Heel ln The Wor 


“77° 


With the heat on, Jerry had to quit the big city rackets for life in a small town. He knew 
he was an A-1 heel when he got set to run out on Jo with her hard-earned $500 but his 
heart weakened at the crucial moment. 


WAS THE werld’s biggest: heel—and I knew it, even if 

Jo's trusting brown eyes did call me a liar every time I 
ooked into them. But there I was, holding the $500 she’d 
ust handed me and listening to her careful instructions, know- 
ing darn well she might as well kiss me and the dough goodbye. 

“and for gosh sakes, Jerry, make sure you get there on 
time!” she was saying, and I tried to concentrate on carrying 
out the act I was putting on. I glanced out of the window of 
the luncheonette to the adjoining gas station. Burry, Jo’s kid 
brother, was polishing the windshield of Doc Fenton’s station 
wagon. 

? [he kid looked up and grinned at me. I started to wave, 
then abruptly turned away. I felt guilty about running out on 
the kid, too, even though I was a heel. But they should have 
known better, all of them. I’d made no promises when | drifted 





into Sycamore that day back in October. If they all hadn’t 
been such a bunch of squares they’d have guessed that I was 
no Boy Scout the minute they saw me. 

I'd never done time, but all my pals had been characters 
who'd done stretches for everything in the book, and I’d been 
in on many a racket. Yet, the poor dopes in Sycamore wel- 
comed me with open arms. They. were lucky I didn’t walk 
away with the town. 

I had worked for Oscar, “The Hustler,” in Chicago, keeping 
his fleet of cars in good mechanical condition. I had always 
liked fooling around machinery of any kind, and had even 
worked as a legit mechanic at a couple of places. Oscar's rep- 
utation wasn’t the kind you mention in polite society, but no- 
body’s been able to pin anything on him. 

Anyway, it was no skin off my nose that he used his cars for 








pickups from the policy stations he 
owned. At least, not until the night I 
got an urgent phone call from Oscar. 
“Listen, kid—cut out!” he’d warned 
me in that whispering growl of his. “The 
heat’s on.” 
“But, Oscar,” I yelled over the roar 


“Doing your homework?” I asked. I 
was just making conversation, but I 
really did think she was just a kid work- 
ing nights after school. 

She turned on a friendly smile. My 
first impression of her was right—she 
was quite a dish. “I’m trying to figure 


With Jo’s $500 in hand, Jerry had visions of returning 
to Chicago’s rackets but an ordinary match book that he 
chanced to pick up, changed his mind completely. 


of a motor I’d been working on, “what 
about the cars—the garage?” 

“Throw ’em outta your mind, Jerry! 
Contact me six months from now. Later, 
kid!” 

Then the connection was cut and that 
was all there was to it. So I piled into 
my Chevvie and headed south. At dawn, 
! was still driving and figured I was far 
enough away from the Southside to stop 
and ease the cramps in my stomach and 
stretch the kinks out of my legs. 

I passed a sign—Sycamore, 12,438 
pop.—and decided that the quiet little 
town would do just as well as any. So 
I pulled into the parking lot next to a 
run-down diner. About a quarter of a 
mile ahead there was a big neon-lighted 
truck stop, but I was in no mood to be 
sociable. The little joint suited me fire. 

Checking the layout first, I opened 
the screen door and went in. The place 
was empty except for the girl behind the 
counter, bent over a pad of paper and 
gnawing daintily at the end of a pencil: 
As I slid onto a stool, she raised her 
head and I looked into a pair of the 
softest eyes I'd ever seen; I just stared. 

She blushed and pushed back a stray 
wisp of jet black hair as she handed me 
the menu. Just as she started on the 
scrambled eggs I ordered, a car pulled 
into the gas station next door. 

“Pll get it,” I offered. “You keep 
working on that food. I’m hungry 
enough to eat a horse!” 

There were two dilapidated pumps, 
the ancient kind with the glass cylinders 
you had to pump full with a hand lever 
before you could hose the gas into a tank. 

“You workin’ for Jo?” asked the cus- 
tomer, a guy who wanted five gallons in 
his pick-up truck. “About time she got 
a man around here.” 

I shook my head. “Just giving her a 
hand.” 

When I got back, my food was on the 
counter and the girl was busy again with 
the pencil and paper. 
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how long it'll take me to buy the place 
next door,” she told me. 

My eyebrows shot up to my hairline 
at that. “Who’re you trying to jive?” 
I laughed. “A girl your age hasn’t got 
anything more serious on her mind than 
a movie date with the boy next door.” 

She drew herself up to her full height 
—about 5 feet 2 inches—and said, “If 
that’s a compliment, then, thanks. But 
if you’re one of those men who believe 
that woman’s place is taking care of 
some man, you're talking out of turn, 
mister!” 

“Hey, wait a minute!” I laughed. “I 
just mean that you looked so young, 
and—” 

She relaxed a little and said, “When 
I stand over a stove, it’s strictly for cash. 
And when I wait on a man, I get paid.” 

I followed her glance to a sign on the 
wall that read: “Please pay when 
served.” I dug out a bill and handed it 
to her. “Let’s start over again,” I said. 
“My name’s Jerry Coleman.” She didn’t 
say anything, just took the money over 
to the cash register and rang it up. 

When she came back with my change, 
I said: “I’m thinking about settling 
down in this town for a while, Jo. Tell 
me, do all the women carry chips on 
their shoulders?” 

She glared at me for a moment, then 
couldn’t keep from laughing. “I’m sor- 
ry,” she said. “I should know better 
than to argue with a customer. I'll never 
build up trade that way.” 

“Forget it. I shouldn’t have made 
that crack about your age.” 

She refilled my water glass. “No, it’s 
my fault,” she insisted. “Dad keeps tell- 
ing me I’m too touchy. But I get fed up 
sometimes. It’s bad enough making a go 
of this place as it is. Then, when Johnny 
wants me to give it up just to marry 
him—” 

She stopped, biting her lips in sudden 
embarrassment. I finished my coffee and 
held out the cup for seconds. It was as 


- 





plain as day that she needed somebody 
to talk to. She had problems and, like 
most people, found it much easier to talk 
to strangers than to friends about per. 
sonal things. I had nothing but time on 
my hands, so I decided I might as wel] 
listen. , 

I started talking about things in gen. 
eral, my long drive, the towns I’d passed 
through, a few of my more respectable 
experiences, and before long she had be. 
gun to open up. 

She told me that she’d lived in Syca. 
more all her life, and looking at her, | © 
decided she was a perfect ad for the ben- 
efits of small town life. Her father had 
been injured in a train accident and had 
finally won a small settlement from the 
road he worked for. They’d sunk al] 
their dough into that run-down diner 
and rented the gas station next door. 

Johnny, her boy friend, had been 
against the idea from the beginning, she 
said. He wanted her to marry him. | 
could see his point. She was enough to 
make even a guy like me flirt with the 
idea of wedding bells. 

I lighted up a smoke. “Don’t get me 
wrong, Jo,” I said, “I’m not trying to 
throw cold water on your idea, but what 
about that big place down the road?” 

“Oh, you mean Mike’s place.” 

“T guess that’s it. From what I could 
see, they’ve got a pretty fancy truck stop 
there. Wouldn’t a little place like this 
sort of get snowed under by the compe- 
tition?” 

She leaned toward me, her elbows on 
the counter. There was a confident smile 
on her lips as she said: “If this place 
were fixed up, I could take almost 50 
per cent of Mike’s trade away from him! 
I’d bet anything in the world on it.” 

My eyes wandered around the shabby 
lunch room. I recalled the rusty equip- 
ment I’d seen in the weed-covered gas 
station. “Baby,” I said, “either you've 
got the faith that moves mountains—or 
you know something I don’t know.” 

She nodded her head triumphantly. 
“Sure, I know something. You're a 
stranger, so there’s no way for you to 
know that Mike’s is a white place. The 
colored truck drivers can’t eat in the 
diner, and if Mike is busy, they have to 
wait until he’s ready to serve them.” 

I whistled in amazement. “I didn’t 
know I drove that far south!” I said. 

“We're not so far south,” she said 
grimly, “but that’s the way things are in 
this town.” (Continued on Page 70) 
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The Spirit Of Easter 


CROSS THE COUNTRY, violets and 
crocuses will soon be blooming, her- 
alding the approach of Spring and the 


traditional Easter season. Bits of green 
are beginning to push their way up 
through the cold, stiff soil and trees are 
budding as Mother Nature shows off 
some of her best handiwork. 

Mothers and children, who have anx- 
iously awaited this change in the 
weather, now know that it will not be 
long before they can show off their new 
finery in the Easter parade. Even though 
clouds may hide the sun, nothing can 
dim the spirit of Eastertime. No other 
season can compare with it for a joyful 
lift. 

Milady’s Easter outfit does not have 


to be new, for the addition of a few 


flowers, a pair of gloves, a bag, shoes 
ora hat to match can accomplish won- 
ders in lifting her spirits and in bringing 
out the brighter side of her personality. 

For the children, colorful dyed eggs 
are great fun. Today’s modern methods 
are so safe and simple that even tiny 
Junior can help in transforming plain 
white eggs into works of art. Making 
baskets and filling them with dazzling, 
bright eggs for the Easter bunny is a 
project that can engage every member of 
the family. 

Pickled eggs, too, can be colorful and 
good, and all sorts of fancy ways can be 
found to dress them up. . Good food, too, 
is important and wise is the homemaker 
who will prepare special dishes to perk 
up jaded appetites and spirits. 
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»wing the modern trend, everything for comfortable television viewing has been included in the Los Angeles home of Dr. and 
Elvin Neal. There is a built-in television, radio and phonograph and record shelves. Yellow and green tones predominate. 


Dream 
Home 


Result Of 


Planning 


HE VERY modern homes of today 

can and certainly will satisfy every 
dream of the owners, for they have in- 
corporated in them everything one could 
wish for in design and comfort. Dr. and 
Mrs. Elvin Neal of Los Angeles careful- 
ly planned their home with the architect 
and builders, and incorporated in the 
home all the features and ideas that they 
had always dreamed about and wanted 
for genial living. Their smart ultra- 
modern home was designed and com- 
pletely built by Negroes even to the 
landscaping. The lawn particularly is 
covered in soft moss grass with a unique 


arrangement of vines and shrubbery. 
The home is built with wide plateglass 
windows which overlook the gardens 
from inside each room, from back to 
front. 

One of the outstanding features in the 
home is a most unusual square staircase 
and indirect lighting which gives the 
home unusual warmth. 

Mrs: Neal has designed her kitchen to 
live in. The soft tones of pink and 
brown blend with the wood and metal 
combinations for cabinets. Modern 
wrought-iron furniture is used in the 
breakfast nook. 


s lawn and beautiful landscaping set off the modern, soft-green stucco home of the Neals, which is located on ultra-smart 
t Boulevard. Since the house is on the corner, it has allowed landscape artists to give the lawns special treatment. 
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A smart, curved bar is at one end of the 
lounge room. Tall, upholstered bar stoois 
and indirect lighting are special features. 


AS 


Dr. Neal’s study incorporates ideas for privacy and comfort he always dreamed about. 
Equipped with vertical blinds, easy chair, radio and television, the room is covered in 
soft, gray carpet and has one wall of magazine and book shelves. 





Gratifying woman’s desire for beauty, Mrs. 
Neal’s powder room has glass-shelved per- 
fume bar for bottles, other glass objects. 


Master bedroom has the proverbial extra-large Hollywood bed, comfortable chairs and 
chaise longue in velvet. Tones of maroon, teal blue, a soft gray rug and wall-to-wall 
draperies in rich gold tone blend with tropical leaf design paper on one wall. 





Full-length lounge windows have African 
print draperies, open on terrace. Floor 
covering is dark green tile. 











of bright Persian print (right) on a subdued beige background is “Sugar Coat” duster of everglaze embossed cot- 
gly embossed in gold. Clinch coat (left) is really dress in one piece ton with plain trim in contrasting colors is just 
hat zips up front. Both styles are priced at $8.95 by Leisure Life. the thing for breakfast coffee. Price $9. 
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uilored three-piece lounge or “Riviera” by Leisure Life is name of un-  Butcher-boy set of durable polished cotton 
utfit has pajamas of bright red usual coverall with two-piece look. Solid fabric of light blue can be worn for almost 
wree-quarter coat is plaid. $10.95. riviera shirt tops tapered trousers. $8. any occasion, with or without belt. $8.95. 
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Boxy jacket of gay cotton print tops knee-length trousers to complete a casual 
ensemble that will appeal to every stylish home-maker. Fitted pants have slit 
for comfort as well as style, can be worn with other jacket tops. By Kalon: $8.95. 


Chie House Dresses 


UST LIKE OTHER items in women’s apparel today, the trend for 

glamour and the unusual is carried out in the new 1953 line of house 
dresses and leisure-time wear. Designers have used considerable imagina- 
tion in creating and executing garments for every day household duties, 
lounging or television, so there is no need for any woman to appear un- 
glamorous as she goes about her household chores. 





These easy-to-launder, smartly-designed dresses come in a wide variety 
of colors and materials and some are made from fabrics that require no 
ironing after washing. Outfits that have the “new look” in pants are still 
top news, the most popular version being knee-length pants with split cuffs 
in gay Oriental prints. 

The popular brunch outfit—appropriately named “Sugar Coat”—is very 
popular, too, and can be slipped into with a minimum of effort. Whether 
practical, modern or old-fashioned, there is leisure-time apparel to suit 
every individual taste. Some of these outfits are plain, while others shine 
with the glitter of washable gold, a durable favorite of all fashion-conscious 
women. 


¢ 


Loung@ outfit of hable gold and red cotton print, 

has darin-style Jacket with stand-up collar. Pants 

are “e lfighter” léngth with side split. Price $5.95. 
, . 









COOKING 


Flaked Fish Cakes 


[hese cakes may be made with cod fish, 

ib, salmon or lobster. Brown 1 small 
pped onion, green pepper and a few celery 
s in 2 tbsps. butter. Place in a bowl 
h 1% cups bread crumbs and 1 egg. Add 
cups flaked fish and blend with 2 tbsps. 
onnaise. Add % tsp. paprika and salt 
pepper to taste. Make into cakes, dip 
cracker or bread crumbs and fry in deep 
r bake in oven until brown. 


Lenten Fish Dishes 
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Broiled Whole Fish 


inside and outside of fish with 2 tbsps. salt, 1 tsp. each of celery salt, paprika and 

alt and juice of lemon. Make several slits each side of fish and place onion slice in 

Dot fish with butter and place under broiler, at least 6 inches from heat. Broil 3 minutes, 

sh and insert onion slices, broil 6 minutes or until fish flakes easily. Serve plain or with 
n and butter sauce in attractive platter with fish motif. 


ITH THE LENTEN season at hand 

and the first breath of Spring in the 
air, many homemakers become frantic — 
and are at their wit’s end when it comes © 
to planning menus, particularly those 
with fish dishes. Considering the many 
varieties of fish and seafood available, 
the problem can be greatly simplified 
by a little thought and planning. 

The seashore favorite universally is 
fried fish—fish fried to a crisp in whole 
or filet form. Along the eastern coast, 
clams, oysters, lobsters and other shell 
fish add variety. With advances in the 
science of frozen foods, inland shoppers 
too can find all sorts of fish to add glam- 
our to routine menus and whet the appe- 
tite of the most fastidious member of the 
family. 

What could be more tasty than a large 
baked fish, either plain or stuffed with 
a savory dressing? The main thing to 
remember in baking fish is not to over- 
cook it. Cook just enough so the flesh 
can be flaked easily from the bones and 
the fish will be moist and tender and the 
flavor will be excellent. 





Savory Tuna Mould 
Beat 3 egg yolks with 2 tsps. salt, 1 tsp. dry mustard and 1 tsp. paprika in top of double 
boiler. Add 1% cups evaporated milk, 6 tbsps. lemon juice. Cook over hot water until thick. 
Soften 3 envelopes unflavored gelatin in 6 tbsps. cold water and add. Chill until thick, add 
lcan tuna drained and flaked, 1 cup chopped celery and pepper. Fold in 144 cups mayonnaise 
and 3 stiffly beaten egg whites. Pour into mould. 


Tuna-Egg Scallop 


Drain oil from can of tuna and break tuna into pieces. Add 1 tbsp. lemon juice. Melt 
2 thsps. butter, add 4 tbsps. flour, % tsp. dry mustard and stir to a smooth paste. Add 2% 
cups milk and cook until thick, stirring constantly. Add tuna, 3 chopped, hard-boiled eggs 
1 thsp. chopped parsley and a dash of tabasco sauce. Turn into individual moulds. Sprinkle 
with buttered crumbs and bake in oven at 375° F. for 25 minutes. 


*’ PREPARE 
FOR 
PANTRY 


RAIDS 
* STOCK UP 
WITH 
; MAINE 
me SARDINES 


When Junior and his gang raid the pantry 
after the game or movie, you won't be caught 
napping if you have plenty of tasty, nutritious 
Maine Sardines on hand. 

They can help themselves to husky, man- 
sized sandwiches, enjoy this popular seafood 
on crackers or right out of the can. The finer 
flavor and wholesome tenderness of Maine 
Sardines make them ideal for informal snacks. 

Your family will enjoy Maine Sardines in 
appetizing, nourishing main dishes . . . casse- 
roles, croquettes, omelets and loafs, with rice, 
cheese. eggs, macaroni, and many vegetables. 
Maine Sardines are packed in modern sani- 
tary plants under rigid Government inspec- 
tion. Only the purest of vegetable salad oils 
and tomato and mustard sauces are used. 

You can s-t-r-e-t-c-h your food dollar fur- 
ther by stocking up on Maine Sardines at 
your grocer’s in singles, 3,6 and 12-can 
combinations at new lower prices. 


FREE Pages of interesting recipes 
and full-color illustrations. 


——avmenm MAIL TODAY! 


Maine Sardine industry, Augusta, Maine R-2 


Please send me a free copy of the new Maine Sardine 
Recipe Book. 


THE LOW-COST HIGH PROTEIN FOOD 
41 





CHILD CARE 


»%, 9 


loctor alone cannot solve the problem of the mentally-retarded child. Parents must cooperate by sympathetic training in the home. 


The Mentally-Retarded Child 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


IS CONSERVATIVELY estimated 
hat a half million American children 
hool age are mentally retarded. The 
gedy of it is that many of them who 
zht be salvaged for wholesome living 
be lost to a life of suffering for them- 
s and anguish, inconvenience, and 
rtbreak for relatives through lack of 
per care and education. 
‘t infrequently, mentally-retarded 
lren are literally abandoned by par- 
who fear disgrace, who hate incon- 
ience, or who just do not want to be 


bothered. Such children grow up, a few 
to live in asylums, of little value to either 
themselves or society. 

This need not be so in a majority of 
cases. With proper care and education, 
mildly retarded children develop into 
well-adjusted men and women. Their 
intelligence will vary from the eight to 
12-year-old levels; they will be able to 
pass sixth grade subjects; they will be 
able to support themselves in jobs re- 
quiring manual skills—such as farming, 
housework, truck driving, janitoring; 


and, of course, they can marry and raise 
families. 

Moderately retarded children, those 
whose intelligence varies between the 
three and eight-year-old levels, will learn 
to read and write simple pieces and to 
care for themselves. 

These two groups—the mildly and the 
moderately retarded—can best be cared 
for and trained in the home. They are 
the majority of cases. Only the severely 
handicapped, those who can never be 
self-sufficient or self-supporting, are best 
off in an institution. 
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The birth of a mentally-retarded child 
frequently is cause for worry and despair 
in the family. For example, there have 
been mothers who, on learning of their 
children’s condition, threatened to kill 
themselves or both themselves and the 
children. But, while it is true that half 
of the mentally-retarded children inherit 
their feeble-mindedness, it is also true 
that mental handicap is visited indiscrim- 
inately, on sick or poor, bright or dull 
families. 

A proper course of action following 
birth of a mentally-retarded child has 
been outlined by Dr. I. Newton Kugel- 
mass, an outstanding New York pedia- 
trician : 

“Immediately after birth, the doctor 
should examine each child carefully for 
tell-tale physical stigma,” he says. “Na- 
ture usually wounds both physically and 
mentally. The misshaped ear, the lop- 
sided head are red flags to experts on 
abnormal children. Often, correcting the 
physical deformity is just as important 
to the child’s being accepted in society 
as improving its mentality.” 

In his practice, Dr. Kugelmass, who 
has been startlingly successful in helping 
abnormal children, stresses the impor- 
tance of building the child physically. 
After testing 41 undernourished retarded 
children, he revealed that their intelli- 
gence quotients rose on an average of 10 
points each after they had become well- 
nourished. 

Perchance a parent has been puzzled 
by the “peculiar” actions of a youngster, 
but has not sought expert attention, men- 
tal retardation can be recognized from 
a number of “symptoms.” A baby who 
seldom cries for food, who does not 
recognize its mother, who cannot follow 
light and sound indicates slow mentality, 
and should be taken to a doctor. 

A doctor alone, however, cannot solve 
the problem. Parents must cooperate, 
work actually, for rearing a retarded 
child can be tedious. It is well to under- 
stand that. As much, withal, the results 
will be rewarding. And once parents 
realize that the mentally-retarded child 
can be trained, though requiring four 
times as much patience as the normal 
child and endless repetition, worry and 
despair disappear. 

The intelligence and happiness of the 
mentally-retarded child will depend 
largely on parents. While. the normal 
child will learn from many sources, the 
mentally-re- (Continued on Page 70) 








“Black and White Vanishing Cream 
is my make-up base. It makes my 
skin look brighter, feel softer—keeps 
my make-up fresh, bright. Even after 
long hours of posing I keep that per- 
fect Camera Close-up Look.” 


ld A bk 


Remove make-up with 
Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften skin with 
Black and White Cold 
Cream. 35¢ each. 











/ | Beautify your complexion with 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 
—actually checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 
softer. Try it—have that perfect 
Camera Close-up Look—today ! 






face powder that clings like 
> mist—lipstick that stays 





on and on—look for the guy) 
name Black and White. 

















NEW LOW PRICE 
ONLY $98 


FOR A2g uch ACCENTER 
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A revolutionary three-in- 
one upper figure perfect- 
er at an amazingly low 
get-acquainted price. 


@ IT’S A STRAPLESS BRA 


@ IT’S A DIAPHRAGM 
CONTROL 
@ IT’S A WAIST NIPPER 


From France comes this wonderful new idea 
for lovely allure—for those dreamy roundnesses 
and youthful, enticing smoothnesses. A three- 
in-one sensation in under-garment news! A 
strapless, uplifting and molding bral A dia- 
phragm control to smooth out unsightly rolls 
and give you more vital lines! A waist nipper 
for those middie lines that are so important to 
fashionable glamour. Made of 17 miracle work- 
ing sections. You will be most intrigued at the 
way the criss-cross elastic Wonder Web sections 
ct the side automatically adjust to your finest 
appearance. The lacey trim completes the beau- 
tiful appearance of French Accenter. Can be 
worn with or without the four extra-length 
detachable, adjustable garters. Available in 












two materials—lustrous long-wearing rayon satin om — owe 
or luxurious nylon brocade. Waist sizes 24 to f Sst w bal — a Yy } 
44. Bust sizes 32 to 52. Rush “French” Accenter € me. itt am not com- i 
plete ghted return it after 10 days for 
EXTRA FEATURES Br tS H 
© Safe flattering control in all positions co nayee Sein a eee 3 oss { 
@ Exquisite workmanship Qf Also send ..... sets of extra length detachable and = §j 
2 we? . adjustable garters at only 50¢ a set of 4. 
© 17 figure glamourizing sections C)Send C.0.D. I will pay postman on delivery plus } 
as . . . a few cents postage. 
Criss cross elastic sections. CII enclose payment. Wegman’s will pay postage. I 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE NAME... ie dantndiiags E 
. L IE Ee One ae eee ee . 








HEALTH 








Until The 
Doctor 


Comes 





— By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 
aia Author of “The Biology Of the Negro” 


see CONDITION which most people 


‘@é ’ consider a medical emergency and 
co ae for which the -immediate services of a 


a oa doctor are sought is severe pain. How- 
ever, pain is not necessarily an indica- 
tion of a serious illness, just as there are 
many very grave conditions in which 
there is no pain whatever. 

For instance, the terrible cramp-like 

abdominal pains associated with some 

sia . dietary indiscretion may merely repre- 

sent the attempt of the bowels to get rid 

of the offending substance. Such pains 

do not last long and the moment they 
stop the victim is again normal. 

On the other hand, a bullet or stab 
wound of the abdomen is accompanied 
very often by little pain or discomfort, 
yet, unless immediate surgical treatment 
is given, it may be fatal within a short 
at } time. In contrast, the intense pain of 

certain kinds of heart attacks are fully 

a commensurate with the seriousness of 





the condition. 

Even though pain is a tricky indicator 
of the gravity of the underlying condi- 
tion, it is best to consider it serious until 


; it i ise. e la 
Jever move an injured person when broken bones are suspected or obvious, or where it 1s proved otherwise. The ee y 
an internal hemorrhage is believed possible. person is unable to distinguish between 
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pain that needs immediate medical at- 
tention and that which is transitory and 
without dire consequences. 

A normal body does not experience 
pain. Pain is nature’s warning signal 
that something has gone wrong, although 
sometimes the signal rings louder than 
the need warrants. Because pain indi- 
cates an abnormality and because we 
cannot with certainty determine the se- 
verity of the abnormality, it is safest to 
always consider it important and con- 
sult a doctor. 

It may be taken for granted that any 
doctor worth his salt is willing and anx- 
jous to make any kind of sacrifice to 
save a life. But physicians have learned 
through bitter experience that many of 
the so-called emergencies are really not 
emergencies at all. For example, a pa- 
tient may be afflicted with a pain or an 
illness for a day or two but will not de- 
cide to call a doctor until two or three 
o'clock in the morning. He could have 
been called just as well during daytime 
or the call postponed just a few more 
hours until a reasonable time, if the pa- 
tient had been more thoughtful. 

Or someone may debauch himself 
with food and liquor and in the middle 
of the night he expects a doctor to come 
running with alacrity to minister to the 
distress of his indiscretions. ‘ 

Therefore, a patient should try to be 
understanding and not condemn and 
malign him as heartless if the doctor 
called in an emergency will try to find 
whether an emergency really exists or 
whether, after ascertaining the facts, he 
suggests that the call be made the next 
day at a more convenient hour. 

Because a doctor cannot always be 
gotten at the moment he is wanted, it is 
always good to know what to do until he 
comes. Rather, it is good to know what 
not to do, because often insult is added 
to injury by doing the wrong thing for 
relief. Each friend and neighbor has 
some suggestion. By the time each is 
tried out, irreparable damage is done. 
The doctor’s job is made harder and re- 
covery more uncertain. 

Everyone suffering with pain wants, 
first of all, to be relieved of it. However, 
under certain circumstances, it is best 
not to get rid of the pain too quickly be- 
cause the doctor uses the character, se- 
verity and location of the pain to help 
diagnose the underlying condition. 

Take, for instance, a severe pain in 
the abdomen, (Continued on Page 78) 





CLUSTER of CURLS 
Style #40 
$350 $550 $g50 
SMALL MED. LARGE 
















Style #70 $2150 
FULL CAP WIG 
mixeo Gray *245° 


Beautifully styled with 
luscious circles of curls 
on a full net foundation. 
























Style #72 


$2750 
POODLE WIG 


A ‘“‘new'’ more glam- 
crous you, the moment 
you weer this beauti- _ 
fully styled transforma- | 
tion. 














Style #10 $250 
FULL BANG 



















CLUSTER 


Fashion's newest, smart- 
est style. 


FEATHER CURL 

Style # 60 $575 
SINGLE 
$750 














HEAVY 











Covers complete head 
os flows to shoulder 
page. 


Style #+36A $395 


MEDIUM 


Style ¢ 36B 5% 
LARGE 
HEART CHIGNON 



































stvie #47 $325 
PONY TAIL 











Style #63 $55° 







BACK FEATHER BOB sme 44 565° 
BACK CLUSTER 
VISIT OUR FACTORY SHOWROOMS of CURLS 







Daytime or Evening 
weor . . . this style 
becomes you. 


MAIL ORDER TO: 
CORONET BEAUTY 
PRODUCTS, INC. 


CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, INC. 
ATTRA 2 Beaver St. Dept. TC-54 
SAMPLE Newark 2, N. J. 
or C) $1.00 deposit enclosed. Willi pay balance C.O.D. 
CHECK plus small postal charges. 
() Please rush the following C.O.D. Will pay postmen 
HAIR plus small postal charges. 


SHADE Send Style # jen | Shode _ | Price 
Jet Black i 

























BOF Bleck DEPT TC-54 
Be 2 BEAVER STREET, 





Mixed Grey 
Prestige “ddress . ON SRN 
City ecccecce 


NEWARK 2, WN. J, 


















‘tic arrangement of lamp and decorative accessories is obtained by having radio cabinet of bleached mahogany form support 
unique lamp of silver-finished birch. Abstract figure, “Girl on the Beach,” beside lamp is of bright, vitrified porcelain. 


dern pin-up lamps accent walls for illumination or as Perfectly proportioned for functional needs is lamp which can 
ations. Wrought iron frames, representing “kitten” and be used on table or on wall. Cylindrical shade of oiled parchment 
ser,” support white fibre glass shades. Price: $9 each. is set on birch base in wide variety of colors. Price: $12.50. 











support 
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ch can 
chment 
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© “The Deer’—sculptured in copper—has 
© shade of pure silk imported shantung in 





she 


grey, beige or chartreuse. Price: $120. 





Airiness and motion are gained in design 
of solid brass rods, threaded diagonally 
and secured by brass knobs. Price: $60. 


Fluidity is the keynote of this lamp made 
of black steel with a shade of perforated 
parchment. Price: $18. 


Beauty And Utility In Lamps 


MART LAMPS can do wonders for 
any room, and the many artistic 
shapes, sizes and colors available lend 
themselves readily to the modern decor 
of contemporary furnishings. Play up 


> a beautiful lamp and make it a conver- 


gation piece by grouping furniture 


around it, artistically and usefully. 


*. 


+ = 


Lamp of heavy brass rods 
base has quilted shade. 
creation, has brass fittings. 


on ebonized oak 
It is a Heifetz 
Price: $60. 


Before buying a lamp, consider first, 
the over-all effect to be achieved. With 
an eye to the color scheme and type of 
furnishings in the living room, choose 
lamps that will harmonize or accent, 
yet give sufficient light. Not all lamps, 
however, are purchased for functional 
use, for some, designed chiefly for dec- 


Hand-carved mahogany torso lamp, with 


brass supports, is set on birch base. Brass 
pull chains add interest. Price: $84. 


orative purposes, give very poor light. 

For the best effect, all lamps in any 
given room should be the same height. 
Fifty inches is a good average for all 
living room lamps, except those on 
mantels or alcove lighting. The ultra- 
modern lamps on these pages are de- 
signed by Yasha Heifetz. 


Hand-carved, tapered shafts of solid ma- 
hogany create unusual design. Shade is 
metallic fabric over parchment. Price: $75. 
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YOU CAN ACTUALLY SEE RESULTS 
IN JUST A FEW DAYS! 


You can be lovelier—and that’s a prom- she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 


ise! Try one jar of NADINOLA Bleaching 
Cream. Then watch your mirror every 
day—see your skin grow lighter, brighter. 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
or toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest —and 


NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both are guaranteed to 
satisfy you completely or your money 


causes women to exclaim, ‘‘How lucky back. Get NADINOLA right away! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 


FOR OILY SKIN 
New Nadinels Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is 

nen -oily, greaseless. 
Lightens skin and lessens 
shine. 75c and $1.25 


ron Dav sm a we 


iusdgus Osea a 





YO", can train at home in 12 weeks for 
fine, steady earnings as a graduate 


PRACTICAL WORSE / 


In good times or bad, wa‘ DIPLOMA... Age, education not 
the demand for PRACTICAL important. Earn while learning. 
NURSES is always bigger thanthe Physician-endorsed course. Aver- 
supply! Seize this opportunity by age lesson only $1.48! ... Easiest 
earning the famous LINCOLN installments. Investigate now. 


MAIL j LINCOLN SCHOOL, 7070 N. Clark St., Chicago 26, Ill., Dept. T4 
> ae nahi Rush Fascinating 16-Page Free Booklet ‘Careers in Nursing’. 
ard for facts 


about 25- lesson home- 
study course TODAY! 











Are 
Frenchmen 
Better 


Lovers? 
(Continued from Page 27) 


iently arranged. And since we had some 
long-run contracts at the time, we had to 
postpone marriage until it wouldn’t inter. 
fere with our theater commitments. 

In the meantime, Sunday dinners made 
the waiting easier. Sunday dinners in 
France are an institution. Unless you're a 
member of the family, or a prospective 
member, you seldom get invited into the 
intimate family circle on the Sabbath Day. 
So one Sunday I would eat dinner with 
Michel’s family, and the next Sunday he 
would eat with mine. To me it was a 
revelation of how closely knit the family 
tie is in France—and how much an Amer- 
ican woman (or any foreign-born woman) 
will in time adopt her husband’s language 
and customs. This is much more true in 
France than in the U.S.A. 

I learned a lot about Michel before I 
married him—and what I learned, I liked. 
He anticipated many of my wishes before 
I knew I had them. A remembered birth- 
day, an album of new records he just 
thought I might like to have. Little things 
like that. But there was a touch of senti- 
ment in everything he did. And I don’t 
see how a woman can come any closer to 
explaining why she chooses one man out 
of millions to be her husband. 

Anne speaking: Seldom does a woman 
ever know exactly why she falls in love 
with a particular man and marries him. It 
just happens—when the time, the place 
and the man all weave that magic spell. 

I met my husband, Willie Kett, by ac- 
cident. Or maybe we were fated to meet 
the way we did. My sisters and I had 
been in Europe about a year and had just 
given a concert at Salle Pleyel in Paris. 
As was later to happen to Virginia, a man 
crossed our path when we were going 
home after the show. This man (who was 
Willie) stopped us to ask for autographs. 

Right there the fun began. Until this 
day, four years after, I can never explain 
exactly when the lightning struck. All I 
can remember is that Mattye gave the auto- 
graph—and I managed to stay and talk. 
You know how it is. One word led to an- 
other, but before it was over, I had scrib- 
bled our telephone number along with 
Mattye’s autograph. Willie took it from 
there. 

He was interested enough to call. Me, I 
was interested enough to talk some more, 
and to go out with him—particularly since 
he did things with just the right amount 
of consideration, not only for me but for 
my family as well. Later, we went to Eng- 
land and he suddenly found that he had 
some business in England too. I guess by 
this time we all knew which way the wind 
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Good news for every large-bust woman! After years of 
, an amazing, entirely NEW bra design has been 





Tests made on actual women with large-bust prob- 
lems revealed most ordinary bras seemed to be turned 
out on an assembly line for all large busts, regardless of 
individual needs. Many lacked the uplift qualities and 
action for gently gathering in loose, sagging 
Many cut across the back and under the arms, 
tender flesh, and left unsightly bulges at the 
and shoulder blades. 

first considered taXing one of the better 
on the market and improving its design. But they 
quickly decided an enticely | new type of support was 
needed. They ialists and physical 
culturists. They studied photographs and X-rays of 
every usual large-bust problem...to find the basic 
causes and possible cures. 
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LARGE BUST Problems Corrected 


How Bra Designers Perfected New ‘Live Action” Molding 


Revolutionary New Design Shapes Large Bust inte Mere Attractive Youthful Smaller Lines instantly! 


Complete Line of “Glamer-Meld" Era Styles te Fit end 
Platter Yeur individual Figure Type, All with “Live Action” 
taner Design. Sizes 34 te 60. Werth up te $5 or Mere, 


New et Get-Acquainted Lew Prices! in Nude, White, Bleck. 
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Preve te Yourself Teday How the Amazing 


Mew Inner “Live Action" 


(pictured 
above) Meids a Youthful, Smetier Bustline. 
To the experts’ trained eyes, their principle 





ee See % irely new 








principle built inside -type 
bra—only this design does it better, wre 
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was blowing—in the direction of the altar. 
And that’s where we finally wound up. 

None of us had a really serious love 
affair back in the States. We were not 
only young, but we never had the time 
to fall in love. Back when we sang with 
bands and such, we had to do five shows 
a day, plus rehearsals. Now we do one 
show a day as a rule, which naturally 
gives some time to living a normal life. 

Willie is our orchestra leader, and also 
a very fine vibra-harpist. We have a pro. 
fessional as well as a romantic interest jp 
each other. 

Virginia and I have naturally had to 
make some adjustments because our hus. 
bands are French. European women are 
brought up with the idea that a husband 
is lord and master, and that serving him 
is a woman’s sole objective. Maybe that’s 
okay, but Virginia and I were not brought 
up that way. Yet, we have learned, | 
think, to be so attentive to the needs and 
wishes of the men we married that they 
cannot complain. 

American women, on the other hand, 
sometimes expect a little help around the 
house when husband and wife are both 
working. That was news to Willie and 
Michel. They wouldn’t touch a thing that 
smelled like housekeeping. 

No marriage is a guaranteed success. | 
couldn’t be sure in the beginning that 
mine would work out the way I hoped it 
would, Neither could Virginia. After all, 
we were marrying men with a different 
nationality and a different background. 
But since they have worked out well, | 
don’t think it is immodest to say that the 
special qualities that attracted me to Wil- 
lie—the way he looked, the consideration 
with which he treated me and my family, 
and that little deference that French men 
show toward a woman which gives her the 
feeling of being desired above all others— 
well, these things had never shown up in 
any other man. They impressed me four 
years ago. They still impress me. How 
much closer to being in love can you get, 
than that? 

But loving a man and making a good 
marriage are two different things. When 
I married a Frenchman I knew that 
much of my time would be spent living 
in France. And that, I can tell you, didn’t 
make me unhappy. 

This isn’t a slam at anybody else—but 
the French do know how to take it easy 
and enjoy life. In France, the pace is 
slower and people think it is more impor- 
tant to live well and fully than to kill 
yourself trying to get rich. Good food, 
good music and good companionship can 
make you rich on the inside, if you have 
time enough to appreciate them. 

A Frenchman may have a bad liver— 
but seldom does he have ulcers. He is too 
relaxed. He refuses to worry that much. 
You can love a man, marry a man and get 
along with a man who does not believe in 
worrying! THE END 
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My Back 


On Love 





(Continued from Page 21) 
was a well-known and popular pianist and 
was featured at the town’s swankiest night 
spot. He was handsome, smooth, exciting 
and could have just about any girl he 
wanted. 

It was almost unbelievable that Mac had 
asked me for a date. I knew what a date 
with him would mean and I was torn be- 
tween keeping the confidence I’d built in 
myself or surrendering to a compelling 
urge to throw all abandon to the winds and 
keeping a rendezvous with this man. 

Had I really reformed or was I the same 
girl who, six years ago, had almost refused 
to marry because I was afraid that ] 
needed a change of men in my love life? 
What made me so different from other 
women? Why couldn’t I be satisfied with 
just one man? I thought, perhaps, I could 
choose more rationally between a sane life 
with Russ or an insanely thrilling life with 
Mac and other men if I could search my 28 
years and find an answer to this gnawing 
question... 


\ Y FIRST BRUSH with sex came one 
-"* night 11 years ago when I found my 
aunt and a man making passionate love in 
the living room. I'll never forget the anger 
and hate I felt that night. My mother and 
dad had been killed in an auto accident 
when I was seven years old and I had come 
to live with my only uncle and aunt. I 
learned to love my Uncle Tim like a father. 
I never liked my Aunt Mae too much but 
we managed to get along. 

Fate dealt me a cruel blow when my 
uncle died leaving me alone with my aunt. 
I cried and cried and wondered why God 
couldn’t have taken my aunt instead of my 
Uncle Tim. I seemed more heartbroken 
than Aunt Mae. It wasn’t long before she 
started having dates with other men. She 
was still young enough and very attractive. 

This particular night was my 17th birth- 
day. Aunt Mae had given a little party for 
me and ten or twelve of my friends had 
been invited over. We had lots of fun. 
Aunt Mae had invited this Mr. Carter to 
the party too. I had met him just once but 
never paid too much attention to him. I 
was a little puzzled when I went back into 
the kitchen during the party and saw them 
break a clinch and start talking real fast as 
though nothing had happened. I also no- 
ticed a pint of whiskey half hidden behind 
some dishes in the cupboard. I was a little 
hurt at first but soon forgot it as the party 
got to be more and more fun. 

All the kids left before midnight and 1 
offered to stay up and help clean up the 
house. She patted me on the cheek and 
told me to run along to bed. She and Mr. 


Carter would straighten up the house. 
About a half-hour later, I started back 
downstairs to kiss Aunt Mae and thank her 
for giving me the party. I stopped short at 
the top of the stairs. 

On the sofa in the living room were Aunt 
Mae and Mr. Carter locked in a tight em- 
brace. I was so shocked I didn’t believe 
what I saw. Certainly that couldn’t be my 
Aunt making love to this man so un- 
ashamed right here in Uncle Tim’s house. 
I couldn’t take my eyes off them. They 
kissed for what seemed to me minutes. 

I turned abruptly, ran quietly back to 
my room and cried almost all night long. 
I had learned to adore my uncle and I be- 
lieved that what I had just seen was a hor- 
rible thing that must cut deeply into his 
heart—wherever he was. 

My aunt never knew that I had seen her 
and her lover. But from that moment on I 
learned to hate her intensely and became 
determined to hurt her in the same way she 
had hurt me. 

Then I got the strangest idea how I 
would repay her. I didn’t waste any time 
on my campaign of revenge. The very next 
day after the party, I called Teddy Run- 
dell. Teddy had been at my party and had 
been after me for a date. He was the same 
age as I but he acted so much older. All 
my girl friends told me I was crazy not to 
go out with him because he knew all the 
ropes and he could use his father’s car 
anytime he wanted to. 

“Hi, Teddy,” I said when he answered 
the phone. “Have fun at my party last 
night?” 

“Sure did, Kate,” he “Tm 
kinda surprised to get a call from you, 


answered. 


though.” 

It was unusual for me to be calling 
Teddy. Although he called me often, 1 had 
never before had an occasion to phone him. 
I began to get cold feet but I was deter- 
mined to go through with my plan. 

“Remember what you asked me on the 
porch?” I asked him, trying to make it 
easier for myself. 


“Ugh ....” he paused. “You mean 
about the date?” 
“Yes,” I said. 


“You mean you will go out with me?” 
His voice rose. 

“Yes,” I said. I just couldn’t seem to say 
anything else. This business of being a 
flirt wasn’t coming as easy as I thought. 

“T’ll pick you up at eight,” he said and 
I could tell he was a little excited. 

As I dressed for the date with Teddy, I 
felt a little twinge of excitement. Aunt 
Mae asked me where I was going and I 
told her I was going out with Teddy. She 
seemed a little surprised but she didn’t find 
too much time for me those days. 

I was ready when Teddy came. He had 
his father’s car and we went to a drive-in 
theater. We watched the whole picture 
without Teddy’s doing anything more than 
holding my hand. I was beginning to 
wonder whether my first adventure at love 
was going to be a flop because I certainly 
wasn’t going to make the first pass. 


But when the picture was over and 
started all over again, Teddy changed. 
Very slowly he eased over on the seat un- 
til he was very close to me. Without say- 
ing a word, he took me into his arms and 
kissed me. At first, it was just another 
kiss. But then I felt a flame race through 
me and I closed my eyes to drink in a 
strange new thrill. 

I remember saying to myself that I 
should make him stop. But I never said it to 
him. Suddenly he released me, started the 
car and drove out of the theater lot. With- 
out saying a single word, he drove about 
fifteen minutes, turned off onto a dirt road 
and parked in a dark lane. For the first 
time I was introduced to the true meaning 
of love. 


HE NEXT DAY I was first blue, then 

excited. I thought about Aunt Mae and 
Mr. Carter. Somehow, I felt that I had 
paid her back. And I vowed to keep pay- 
ing her back. Teddy and I had many dates, 
most of them ending in violent love-mak- 
ing. But finally I tired of him. I set my 
sights on some older fellows I knew and 
“made” them the same way I “made” 
Teddy. 

When I graduated from high school, I 
got a job as a clerk in a small department 
store and began buying lots of clothes and 
going out often. 

One night as I was dressing, Aunt Mae 
came into my room. . 

“Kate,” she said. “I want to talk to you.” 

“You can talk while I’m dressing,” I told 
her, 

“T really don’t know how to say it,” she 
started. She hesitated as she searched for 
words. “I know I haven’t exactly been the 
best friend in the world. But you know 
how unhappy my life has been since your 
uncle died.” 

I looked at her with hate burning in my 
eyes. How could she stand here and talk 
about being unhappy when she and Mr. 
Carter carried on the way they did right 
here in the house Uncle Tim built for her? 

“T guess I should have found more time 
to spend with you,” she continued, “but 
you know how busy I’ve been working and 
keeping up with my clubs. I’ve been notic- 
ing how much you go out of late. Are you 
sure it’s the best thing for you to be going 
out so much with so many different fel- 
lows?” 

Well, I said to myself, I have scored a 
bull’s eye. She is worried about me. May- 
be she knows that I’m doing the same 
things she and Mr. Carter are doing. And 
maybe it’s hurting her like she hurt me. 
There was a little bit of acid in my voice 
when I answered. 

“I’m old enough to take care of myself,” 
I said. “Don’t worry about me one bit.” 

“But darling,” she said, “I can’t help but 
worry about you.” 

“T tell you I know what I’m doing. You'd 
do better spending your time worrying 
about Mr, Carter.” 

I was sorry the moment I said that. Aunt 
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Mae looked at me for a long time. She 
didn’t say another word. She left the room 
and from that night on never said a word 
about the way I was running around. 

As the months passed, I came to be 
known as one of the town’s top glamour 
gals. I was always seen at the right dances, 
at the best nightclubs and in the company 
of the most eligible bachelors. There were 
many men in my life. Quite a few con- 
fessed their love for me. Some to give am- 
munition to their campaign. Some, I think, 
really believed they were in love with me. 
I considered them nothing more than es- 
corts, companions or lovers. 

Not until I met and fell in love with Russ 
did I realize what a frightful mistake I had 
made. 

Russ was the new assistant coach at the 
high school. In the summer he was life- 
guard at the beach. He could have been 
quite a guy if he had wanted to, but he was 
a very serious fellow and he knew what he 
wanted. He didn’t want the bright lights 
and the fast life I had grown to like. He 
rarely attended any of the dances and when 
school was in session, he was seen only in 
the gym, on the athletic field and at an 
occasional movie. Several girls I know 
made passes at him but he never gave them 
a second look. He’d been in town almost 
a year but I’d never met him. 

I was pleasantly surprised one day when 
he approached me at the beach. The fel- 
low I was with was in the water and I was 
drying myself on the sand. 

“Hi,” he said. “If I were you I wouldn’t 
swim so far out. Only a few men can han- 
dle that distance. You don’t want to make 
my job any harder, do you?” 

I looked him squarely in the eye. “I 
didn’t know you were watching me.” 

“*That’s my job, you know,” he answered. 

He wasn’t particularly handsome but he 
was a picture of masculine charm. He 
looked like the football player he used to 
be and in swimming trunks his muscles 
bulged for all to see. That’s one reason the 
girls had been swooning over him. 

Before I could say anything else he 
spoke. 

“You’re Kate Swanson, aren’t you?” 

“Yeah,” I said. “How’d you know?” 

“T asked around,” he said, with an hon- 
esty that was almost naive. 

Jim, the fellow who brought me to the 
beach, was approaching. Russ warned me 
once more about swimming out too far, 
waited until Jim came up, introduced him- 
self and left. 

I decided then that Russ was going to 
be the next man on my list. He was en- 
tirely different from the men I knew. And 
I wanted to know him better. It wasn’t 
hard to line up a date with him. Easier 
than I had thought. It didn’t take me long 
to see how very different he was. He took 
me out five times—each time to a movie— 
and each night he escorted me to the door, 
gave my hand a slight squeeze and said 
good night. Then next time he brought me 
home I beat him to the draw. 
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“Russell Blackburn,” I said firmly. 
“When are you going to kiss me good- 
night?” 

A slight smile came across his pleasant 
face. He gathered me into his arms and we 
kissed. His kiss was so gentle, so pure, so 
honest and yet so exciting. At that moment 
I fell in love with him. 

We went out often after that. Many 
times he would come over to the house and 
we’d just sit and talk, listen to records and 
dance. He kissed me goodnight each time 
he left me. Always his kisses spoke love 
and tenderness. My dates with other fel- 
lows were few and far between now and 
soon I was devoting all of my time to Russ. 

I was fearful that he would learn about 
my reputation around town. I was afraid 
that he would drop me like a hot potato if 
he knew how many men had been in my 
life. But he never found out, or. if he did, 
I never knew it. 

We were sitting in the swing on my front 
porch the night he proposed. He had 
brought me a beautiful corsage of red roses 
and they were pinned to my dress. He held 
my hand as the swing moved slowly back 
and forth. Without any warning, he said: 
“Katie, surely you must know by now 
how much I love you. Will you marry me?” 

There it was—staring me right in the 
face—a proposal. Here was a guy sitting 
next to me—a guy I loved desperately. and 
he was asking me to marry him. 

Certainly I must have known this mo- 
ment would come sooner or later, but I cer- 
tainly hadn’t prepared myself for it. I had 
had so many affairs with men that I took it 
for granted that I could never be satisfied 
with one man. I knew I needed a string of 
men to show me off, take me dancing, boost 
my ego and make love to me. My court- 
ship with Russ was just a change in the 
routine. How could I marry him? 

“Why don’t you answer me, darling?” 

His voice broke up my reverie. I knew I 
had to answer but I didn’t know what to 
say. 

“Oh, Russ,” I said softly. “I love you so 
much. I love you so much.” 

“Then you will marry me?” he asked 
quickly. 

“Darling, don’t make me answer you 
now. Please let me have a little time to 
think.” 

I took a whole month to think. I won- 
dered if I could ever confine myself to one 
man. I had always gotten a strange thrill 
out of meeting a new man, pitting my wits 
against his and then in the end submitting 
to him. Had this become a habit? Could I 
break it? I never gave Russ an idea why I 
was stalling. He was patient and under- 
standing. 

I’m not sure what it was that made me 
decide to marry him. It may have been my 
deep love for him. It may have been a 
yearning for security. At the time, I think 
it was my honest and compelling love for 
Russ that made me tell him one night, 
without his asking, that I had made my 
decision. 


“T'll be your wife,” I told him. 


O WE WERE married and I sidestepped 

temptation after temptation. At first, | 
was plagued with doubts about myself, | 
was tormented with the fear that I'd neve 
adjust to the quiet life Russ wanted us to 
lead. But Russ’ kindness and love helped 
me. My love for him gave me strength and 
the baby all but sealed our marriage. And 
for six years, I was the faithful wife that 
I never thought I could be. 

Then Mac Marvin came into my life. He 
came in like a typhoon—blustery and poy. 
erful. The way he approached me was typi. 
cal of the boldness of the man. It added to 
his desirability. 


I was reading a magazine as the baby | 


took his nap when the phone rang. I picked 
it up before it rang twice. A man’s voice 
was on the other end. 

“Hello. is this Kate?” 

“Yes it is.” I answered. 

“You may or may not know me,” the 
voice continued. “But I saw you last week 
at the orphan’s benefit and I think I re. 
member you. I’m Mac Marvin.” 

Of course I knew Mac Marvin. Every. 
body in town knew Mac Marvin. Knew of 
him, that is. He was the town’s most fab- 
ulous playboy—a musician featured at the 
Hi Hat. I had applauded wildly when he 
played at the benefit Russ and I attended 
a few days ago. I was almost speechless 
when he told me who he was. 

“Oh.” was all I could say. 

“T knew you several years ago but I don't 
suppose you would remember me. I used 
to play at the Subway and you came there 
a lot with Nonnie Green, Pat Carson and 
some other fellows. Remember?” 

Did I remember? The Subway was al- 
most a second home in those days. I knew 
everybody who worked there, drank there, 
ate there or just loafed there. I couldn't 
imagine why I was unable to place Mac 
Marvin. 

“T visited the Subway some years ago, 
yes. But what’s that got to do with you and 
me? Please tell me why you called.” 

He went straight to the point. 

“T want a date.” 

I was shocked. I was almost insulted that 
this man should call my home and ask me 
for a date. Or didn’t he know I was mar- 
ried? 

“I’m sure you must have the wrong pal- 
ty. I am Mrs, Kate Blackburn.” I put a 
lot of emphasis on the “Mrs.” 

“I know, Baby.” he said. “But I still 
want a date.” 

The way he said “Baby” made my heart 
stand still. For the first time in years I felt 
something stirring inside me, something | 
used to feel when I met a new man before 
I was married. Mac was so bold and s0 
aggressive, I wasn’t sure I could cope with 
him now. 

“And what makes you think I want to 
date you?” I shot back at him. I knew I 
should have banged the phone down on 
the hook, but I was getting a kick out of 
the words we were tossing back and forth. 
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“Tell you what,” he said, “Ill give you 
a couple of days to think about it and I'll 
call you back. I’ve got a hunch you'll say 
yes. And don’t worry, I won’t call when 
your husband is at home.” 

Before I could say another word, he said 
goodbye and I heard the click on the other 
end. He was gone and I was face to face 
with a problem I thought I had solved. But 
the moment I put the phone down, I knew 
what I was going to do. This man had ex- 
cited me. His manner. his approach and 
the implications in everything he said were 
enough to arouse those emotions I thought 
[had killed. 

Why? Why? Why? I kept asking my- 
self. Why can’t I be satisfied with just my 
husband? Why must I have another man? 
I couldn’t find the answers as I tried to 
think my way out of this situation. But I 
knew too well that I was going to tell Mac 
Marvin “yes” when he called me back. 

And that’s what I did. 

I arranged for a baby sitter, told my 
husband that I was going to the doctor’s 
ofice for a checkup and took a bus to the 
east side of town. Mac had given me his 
address and all the way over I felt a tingle 
running all over me. I couldn’t help think 
of the many affairs I had with men before 
I was married. And I kept telling myself 
that this day had to come sooner or later. 
I was convinced now that I was a victim of 
some biological drive that led me to man 
after man. I surrendered myself to that 
belief. 

Mac was waiting for me when I rang the 
bell. He was wearing a beautiful blue 
lounging robe which blended into the soft 
pastel colors of his apartment. I don’t 
think I had ever seen such an exquisite 
apartment. Soft colors of the walls melted 
into the cream ceiling. Carpeting on the 
floors added distinction. The furniture was 
boldly modern and black was used to the 
best advantage. It was not a large apart- 
ment—only three rooms—but it almost 
took my breath away. 

“You are absolutely charming, Katie,” 
Mac said, as he ushered me to a stream- 
lined plastic chair. 

“Well, thank you,” I answered, not quite 
recovered from the lavishness of his quar- 
ters. 

“I've got some drinks all ready,” Mac 
said, reaching for a tray which held two 
very tall and slender glasses filled with a 
chilled drink. I didn’t know what the drink 
was. I didn’t realize how out of touch I 
was, But I drank it, found it delicious and 
had several more as the minutes passed. 

We danced, listened to his collection of 
rare records and he proudly showed me a 
scrapbook of newspaper and magazine clip- 
pings which followed his career from the 
time he hit the top. I was curious that | 
couldn’t remember him from the Subway. 
I asked him about it. 

“Oh, you were so busy being a glamorous 
lady then, you didn’t have time to notice a 
young punk like me. After all, I just filled 
in cn the piano during intermission.” 


Try as I could, I just couldn’t remember 
him. 

“But I never forgot you,” he added with 
a smile. We were sitting on the sofa and 
before I realized it I was in his arms. He 
kissed me longingly, tenderly, then violent- 
ly and passionately. I drew back from him 
and tried to be sophisticated. 

“You really know what you are doing 
when you kiss a girl, don’t you?” I said 
slowly. 

He didn’t take it exactly the way I meant 
it. I guess I was trying to stall and be coy 
at the same time. Mac thought I was tell- 
ing him what a great lover he was. So he 
went to work again. This time I found it 
difficult to pull away from him. His arms 
were wrapped around me. 

There was something animal-like in the 
way he kissed. It reminded me of kisses I 
knew before I was married. They were 
flaming kisses bursting with emotion. They 
were kisses that signalled more to come. 


DON’T KNOW how many times the 

door chimes had played their merry 
tune before Mac and I came off that cloud 
and realized that someone was at the door. 
Mac let go with an oath that was barely 
audible and my heart raced with fear that 
I'd be caught in the apartment alone with 
Mac. 

We came out of the clinch. Mac seemed 
a little confused. The puzzled expression 
on his face vanished when once more the 
chimes sang out. Whoever it was didn’t 
intend to leave until someone answered the 


door. 

Mac looked at me and said kind of 
sheepishly: 

“Better duck in the bedroom. I’m not 


sure who it is.” 

I didn’t say anything but headed for the 
bedroom as if in a trance. Mac looked 
around the room quickly and told me to 
take my glass and my purse. I felt cheap 
as I obeyed. After I had been in the bed- 
room for a few moments and the chimes 
had rung still another time, I heard the 
door open and a woman’s voice. 

“Well, it certainly took you long enough.” 

There was just a bit of impatience in the 
voice and at the same time a_ possessive 
ring which made me think that she and 
Mac were mighty good friends. I could 
hear everything that was said as though I 
was right in the room with them. Mac’s 
voice was a little strained as he answered. 

“Oh, I was just getting dressed, baby,” 
he lied. 

“You don’t seem so happy to see me,” 
the woman said, “Fix me a drink, will you? 
I see you’re a jump or two ahead of me.” 

So she was going to stay a while, I said 
to myself. I could have cried—being 
trapped in this bedroom because another 
woman came to Mac’s apartment the same 
time I did. I was beginning to hate myself 
for getting in this fix. Searching for old 
thrills, it looked like I had found trouble. 
I wondered how long she was going to stay. 
It was obvious from the way Mac was talk- 
ing that he was trying to get rid of her. 
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“T hate to rush you, baby,” I heard him 
say. “but I’ve got to rehearse in about fif- 


teen minutes.” 


“When did you start rehearsing on Wed- - 


nesday afternoons,” she asked him. 

She knows him pretty well, I said to my- 
self 

“Just started this week. Got a couple 
new arrangements I've got to try out.” 

“Well go ahead.” the woman answered. 
“I’m not stopping you. There’s your piano 

or should I say there’s my piano.” 

The way she said “my piano” told me as 
plain as day that she had paid for the 
beautiful, blonde piano in Mac’s living 
room. I began to feel a little sick. There 
was no doubt that this woman—and I 
didn’t even know her name—was way up 
at the top of Mac’s list. 

I knew that he was a playboy but 1 
never thought that he was the kind who 
would take money from a woman. A piano 

money—what’s the difference? Mac be- 
gan playing and I knew he was having 
trouble getting her to leave. I was sitting 
m the side of the bed, afraid to move, 
ifraid to make any sound—trapped. 

\s Mac rambled over the keyboard, my 
whole life passed in review. I recalled how 

11 years ago—lI had tried to strike back 
it my aunt who had hurt me by making 
love to another man so soon after Uncle 
Tim was buried. I remembered how I plot- 
ted revenge against Aunt Mae because I 
had loved Uncle Tim so. 

{s I sat on this strange bed, hiding be- 
ause another woman had invaded my ren- 
iezvous. I thought of Russ—wonderful., 
strong, dependable Russ. I thought of the 
vonderful years we had had _ together. 
Quiet, simple, pleasant years. Yet, excit- 
1g, unpredictable and highly different 
ears. Different, because there was genu- 
ine love in our home. There was the baby. 
(nd there was a man who adored me and 
nly me. 

[t made ahsolutely no sense that I would 
iave all this and still be sitting here wait- 
ing for this woman to leave. Suddenly the 
loor flew open and Mac strode in. The 
woman had left without my knowing it and 
\iac was walking toward me. 

“Well, I finally got rid of her, baby,” he 
said smiling at me. 

Baby—the word stung me. That’s what 
e had ealled that other woman, I remind- 
d myself. Mac reached for me but I side- 
tepped him. Certainly he doesn’t think 
I’m going to submit to his advances now, 
[ thought, 

“That’s nice.” I answered. “Who was 
she, your wife?” I was trying to be funny— 
but not the kind of funny that would make 
\lac laugh. But that’s just what he did. 

“Some joke,” he said. 

Mae grabbed for me again and this time 
[ was unable to avoid him. He tried to 
kiss me but I kept squirming. 

“What's the matter, baby?” he asked. 
Not mad are you?” 

“Don’t call me baby!” I told him angri- 
ly. 
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“Well, listen to her,” he said and I 
knew he was going to get nasty. “Look. 
baby, I know you and your kind. Don't 
try to hand me this goody-goody line. I 
know you. You can be had, just like 
that!” 

He snapped his fingers to show me how 
I could be had. I was furious. I couldn’t 
say a word. I just looked at him. He 
saw I was getting mad and he felt he was 
about to lose a conquest so he eased up a 
bit. 

“Aw, take it easy, baby. You know I 
didn’t mean it that way.” he said. 

“T don’t care how you meant it,” I an- 
swered. “I’ve got to go.” 

“Go?” he said, trying to turn on his 
charm. “What's the rush? Your husband 
will be waiting for you.” 

That did it! Russ certainly would be 
waiting for me. He always had been wait- 
ing for me and he always would. What a 
fool I'd been. I grabbed my purse and 
ran for the door. Luckily, it was not 
locked. I was in the hall before Mac 
could recover from the surprise of my 
leaving. I made it to the sidewalk before 


I looked back. Mac was not following me, 
I was free. 

I walked about a block and hailed g 
passing cab. I could hardly give the driver 
my address. I cried softly into my hand. 
kerchief and tortured myself as I thought 
of the many, many times I had thrown my. 
self at men for the utterly foolish reason 
of trying to hurt my Aunt Mae. She had 
married her Mr. Carter and moved to the 
East with him. I had married my Russ 
and cast aside the fast, old life I used to 
live. I was plagued with doubts but | had 
remained true to Russ until this frighten. 
ing experience with Mac. 

I had but one consolation—but it was 
enough to make me dry my tears, fix a 
new face and wait anxiously for the driver 
to deposit me in front of my house where 
my husband and baby were waiting for me. 
This awful experience with Mac had 
proved to me that I was a new woman. 
No longer was I chained to the madden- 
ing desire for many men. No longer need 
I wonder whether I could be faithful to 
my husband. Now, I was a one man’s 


woman—my husband’s. THE END 





Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 5) 
Dear Mrs. Jackson: My boy friend sold 
me down the river for a lighter skinned 
woman. I was supposed to marry him, but 
his mother made him marry another girl 
because she is a lighter color than I. After 
he married that girl, he had to go to the 
Army, but he wrote me asking me to leave 
with him because he didn’t want the girl 
he married. He said he loved me, and 
wanted to be with me. He said he would 
do anything to prove to me that he loves 
me, and would get his divorce from his 
wife when he got his first chance to come 
home from the Army. Do you think I 
should wait for him? He is 22. FS. 


Dear J. S.: If he is that easily influenced. 
you ought to say “good riddance.” No 
better for him! You ought to be able to 
do better, though. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am a young colored 
girl of 15 and I am in love with an Italian 
fellow who is 17 years old. He is very 
much in love with me, I’m sure. He is 
always taking me to nice places. My fam- 
ily approves of him, because he is a very 
nice boy. But my colored girl friends are 
always telling me to stay with my own 
color and calling me “color struck” which 
is not true. Could you please help me by 
telling me if I should drop this boy and 
go with one of my own color? Mixed up. 


Dear Mixed Up: Since there are so many 
delicate variations in the skin coloring of 
Negroes, it might be difficult to find one 
who is exactly your “own color.” I hardly 
think that color or race should be the issue 
here at all. The issue is that you are too 
young to be a “one-man woman” and 
ought to be dating a number of young men 
casually. if only in order that you may be 
able to compare their personalities. 


As long as your family approves and 
this boy treats you decently, you are right 
in dating him if you want to. Criticism is 
to be expected, because interracial “ro- 
mances.” however young the people may 
be who are involved, are not smiled upon 
by many Americans. But at the same time, 
you should also date others because doing 
so will help you to choose a husband more 
intelligently when you are older. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am a girl of 18 and 
my mother won't let me go out with the 
other young girls and boys. Please tell me 
what to do. Ls 


Dear L.L.: I can’t imagine what her rea- 
sons are, but if you are ever to begin 
dating. the time should be now. Maybe 
you can get some older friend whom she 
respects—a clergyman or teacher, perhaps 

to enlighten her about young people and 
their social needs. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am a lonely girl of 
16 and have very few friends. I have one 
or two but I don’t participate in their 
activities. I have no boy friends for the 
boy I dated married another girl. My 
mother would not let me marry him nor 
will she allow me to keep company with 
other boys. I would like to have friends of 
both sexes. Please help me. Eloise A. 


Dear Eloise: It is normal for every girl of 
16 to desire the companionship of boys 
and girls her own age. Lack of friends is 
often your own fault rather than the fault 
of your parents. Begin at school and 
enlarge your circle of friends there, con- 
sciously avoiding the undesirables, but 
maintaining a friendly attitude toward all. 
From these school acquaintances, pick 
your intimate friends, introduce them for- 
mally to your parents and you will be 
surprised at their pleasant reaction. 
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Rape 
Victim 
(Continued from Page 23) 


emotion that rushed up within me would 
lead to a situation I couldn’t handle. 
Would my own emotions turn traitor on 
me? The flames leaped higher and high- 
eb ss 
Suddenly a blinding light cut through 
the dark and blazed into my eyes. Al 
leaped back and I heard him swear. 

“lll take it from here!” I heard a gruff 
voice say. Then the sound of a blow and 
Al’s muffled yell. A moment later I heard 
the sound of slamming doors and the sud- 
den burst of a motor. Then nothing. 

I was still half-lying on the blanket 
where Al had left me. I felt hands paw- 
ing my body. I don’t know whether I 
screamed or not, but I felt so terribly 
alone it wouldn’t have mattered. 

My heart leaped as my right 
bumped against an object. I guess it was 
the flashlight. Anyway, I clutched it, 
waited a moment, then brought it down 
with all -my might. It thumped against 
his head and I heard an animal-like grunt. 
I brought my knee up, hard. With an 
oath, the man lifted his hands momentari- 
ly, and in that instant, I scrambled to my 


hand 


feet. 

Iran in the direction I thought the car 
would be, but there was nothing—only 
darkness and the man’s pounding feet 
behind me. He grabbed me from behind 
and I screamed again as we both went 
down. And then the darkness was blacker 
than before. I fainted dead away... 

DON’T KNOW how long after that it 

was I came to, struggled to my feet and 
staggered toward the highway. I was too 
shocked and too frightened even to cry. 
My breath came in great sobbing gasps 
as I scrambled through the underbrush 
and finally reached the open road. 

A passing motorist stopped at my fran- 
tic signalling to give me a lift. It took a 
lot of talking to get him to agree to take 
me home instead of to the nearest police 
station. But when I got home the place 
was in an uproar. Apparently, the kids 
had gone straight to the police and told 
them what had happened. It wasn’t bad 
enough that they’d left me all alone back 
there, but they had to go and spread the 
story all over town. 

Actually, it wasn’t quite that bad. Just 
a couple of reporters and some cops, who 
hurled questions at me until I thought I 
would go out of my mind. My father was 
stomping up and down cursing and blam- 
ing the city for not protecting families of 
taxpayers. 

I'd never seen him so angry before and 
for a while it seemed he would turn on me 





for letting myself become the victim of 
such an outrageous attack. One of the 
reporters had a camera, but after Dad 
threatened to punch him in the nose he 
kept it out of sight. 

Gradually the confusion died down and 
I sat slumped in a chair surrounded by 
my questioners. “Did you get a look at 
him, Margaret? Which way did he go?” 
demanded Dad. “Why didn’t you stop at 
the first house and phone for help?” one 
of the policemen asked. 

“No—no. I don’t know what he looks 
like.” I cried. “I didn’t want anyone to 
know—so I just told the man who picked 
me up that I’d gotten lost from my friends 
in the woods.” 

One of the reporters poked his leering 
face close to mine and asked: “Did he— 
did anything happen?” I was suddenly 
filled with revulsion. 

“Let the poor child be!” That was Ola, 
my stepmother. She pushed through to 
me and threw a protective arm around 
my shoulder. “You all can ask your ques- 
tions later,” she declared. “Right now I’m 
going to take her to her room. Can’t you 
see she’s in no condition for all this?” 

“But lady!” The cop’s protest didn’t 
faze Ola one bit. She led me from the 
room and for the first time since Dad had 
brought her home I felt close to her. 

“We'll send a doctor around to examine 
her,” I heard someone say. I froze with 
horror. A doctor to examine me! I shud- 
dered as the very thought brought back 
memories of that fiend. 


“I won’t—I won't!” I burst out, and 
breaking away from Ola, I dashed into 
my room and slammed the door shut. 
There was no lock so I jammed a chair 
under the knob to keep them out. I fell 
across my bed, sobbing bitterly. Gradual- 
ly all the pent-up emotion drained away 
and my tensed body relaxed in sleep. I 
remember vaguely hearing the chair being 
pushed aside and Ola tip-toeing into the 
room. But I was too exhausted to move. 

When I awoke the next morning, I saw 
that I'd been undressed and slipped into 
fresh, clean pajamas. I lay there a mo- 
ment until the horror of the night before 
flooded over me. Then I jumped up and 
ran to the bathroom. I turned on the 
water in the tub full force, making it as 
hot as I could bear. 

I examined my face in the mirror. It 
hadn’t changed, but I gazed at it as if a 
stranger back at me. I 
stripped off my robe and pajamas. My 
body was the same—or was it? The smooth 
skin of my thighs fairly itched with an 
unclean feeling. What was it they had 
said about a doctor’s examination? 


were peering 


I re- 
called the reporter’s searching eyes and 
question, “Did anything happen?” And 
I suddenly realized—I didn’t know! 

I climbed into the tub and covered my- 
self with a layer of clean white suds. 

I didn’t go to school all that week. I 
was surprised that Ola didn’t even men- 
tion it. Usually she scolded and fussed 


Again, the horror gripped me. 
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if I didn’t seem to take enough interest 
in my school work. So I wandered aim- 
lessly around the house or sat out on the 
back porch trying not to think of my har- 
rowing experience. 

I avoided my father. going to my room 
when he got home from work and eating 
what little food I could take from the 
tray Ola brought to me. Maybe it was 
because I had time to think about it, but 
it seemed to me that she was showing un- 
usual kindness toward me. 


\ Y STEPMOTHER and I never got 

along very well. After Mom had 
died three years ago, Dad and I kept the 
house going and there were just the two 
of us. I was 16 then and I wanted to quit 
school and just take care of Dad and the 
house. But he insisted that I finish school. 
And then he met Ola. He used to go call- 
ing on her and I’d tease him about his 
girl friend. 

| didn’t take his interest in her serious- 
ly. Being just a kid, I hadn’t the vaguest 
notion of the adult passions that draw a 
man and woman together. I guess Dad 
planned to marry Ola long before he got 
ip enough courage to mention it to me. 

“You know. baby. it gets pretty lonely 
for a man when he loses the companion- 
ship he’s had for so long.” Dad said to me 
one night as he sat listening to his favorite 
radio program. 

“You've got me,” I said girlishly. “I'll 
never leave you.” 

He shook his head and was silent for a 
while. Then he ventured, “Suppose I 
brought you home a new mother, Mar- 
garet? Do you think you’d like that?” 

Still unaware of what he was getting at, 
I laughed. “Sure. I guess this house is big 
enough for two women!” 

He took me into his arms and hugged 
me affectionately. “I’m glad, honey, be- 
ause Ola and I are going to be married.” 

“Ola? The woman you’ve been telling 
me about?” 

“That’s right. 
her. Margaret. 
need right now.” 

I was hurt and shocked. “But you told 
me she’s from the South!” I reminded 
him sharply. “She’s not even like us.” 

“What do you mean by that?” Dad 
asked coldly. 

[ jumped to my feet. “Why, you even 
said yourself that people from down there 
don’t have the education or—” 

“Hush, child!” he ordered. “Now you 
listen to me. I don’t remember ever say- 
ing anything like that. Maybe you picked 
up those ideas from some of your friends. 
People are the same all over—remember 
that! Maybe Ola talks a little differently 
than we do, but she’s a good woman. And 
[ want you to treat her with respect.” 

“IT won’t, and you can’t make me!” I 


Oh, I know you'll like 


She’s—well, she’s what I 


yelled. “If you bring her here, I won’t 
even talk to her. I don’t care what you 
say or do!” 


I turned and fled to my room. How 
could he do it? I asked myself, bring 
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some strange woman into the house my 
mother had lived in? But Ola came, and 
after the first few weeks we quit our open 
conflict and lived under sort of an armed 
truce. I was determined not to call her 
“mother.” and when I changed my name 
from Margaret to Margo, I got a perverse 
pleasure out of Ola’s difficulty in pro- 
nouncing it. When she forgot and called 
me Margaret. I deliberately ignored her 
until she managed to get out the Margo. 

Now, ever since the incident, I felt a 
new bond between us. But I fought down 
the impulse to give in to the friendly 
feeling that began to rise in my breast. I 
didn’t want to like her, and now, after 
what had happened to me. I felt like a 
complete outcast. No decent person would 
want to have anything to do with me. 

So, when Ralph came around the cor- 
ner of the house into the back yard, my 
first impulse was to run inside. Once he’d 
been something pretty special in my life 
but now I didn’t want to see him. Why 
was he coming around now. of all times? 
I hadn’t seen him for almost a year. ever 
since [ started running around with Nor- 
ma and her bunch. 

I should have remembered how sweet 
Ralph had always been to me and known 
that he’d come around the minute he 
thought I might need help. “Hi, Funny- 
face.” was his familiar greeting. and I 
felt like bursting into tears. 

“Hi, yourself,” I answered, trying to 
smile bravely. 

He walked over and sat 
lower step. He pulled out his cigarettes 
and offered me one. Ola didn’t approve 
of my smoking and usually I flaunted my 
cigarettes in front of her. But for some 
reason, I felt neither bold nor defiant. I 
shook my head. 

Ralph didn’t insist, just sat there and 
we watched the lazy circling of the lawn 
sprinkler and the graceful arcs of water 
that fell on the grass with a gentle swish- 
ing sound. The whole world seemed so 
peaceful in contrast to the turmoil inside 
me that I felt like a visitor from another 
planet. Ralph’s quiet presence was like 
a tonic and before long I had the urge 
to talk—something I hadn’t done very 
much of for almost a week. 

“Want to hear about it?” I asked after 
a while, my eyes focused on the back 
fence. 

“If you want to talk about it, Margo.” 

I was puzzled. “Don’t you want to know 
whether anything happened?” I inquired. 
“Everybody else does.” 

He looked up at me, his eyes warm and 
friendly. “You got back safely. That’s 
all that matters,” he said. “I think the 
sooner everybody forgets the whole affair, 
the better it'll be.” 

“People are talking about me, arent 
they Ralph?” He didn’t answer and | 
repeated, “Aren't they?” 

He made a disparaging gesture. “Who 
cares what people say? Most of them 
have the whole story twisted, anyway.” 

I took a deep breath. “Nothing hap- 


down on a 


pened, Ralph,” I told him, then added 
less confidently, “At least, I’m pretty sure 
nothing happened. I—I passed out.” 

Suddenly, Ralph grew indignant. “What 
about the kids who were with you? Why 
didn’t they stay and help you, Margo? 
They’re the ones who are responsible for 
whatever happened—not you.” 

“But people are blaming me, aren’ 
they. Ralph?” 

A frown creased his forehead. “Yoy 
mustn’t mind what gossipy old hens and 
jealous dames say about you,” he said. 

I nodded knowingly. “Sure, they blame 
me. All along, they’ve said I was no 
good. and this proves it to them.” And, 
all of a sudden, my defiant attitude col. 
lapsed as I recalled all the misery and 
heartache I’d suffered since Mom had 


died. 


EARS FLOODED my eyes and with. 

out even saying goodbye to Ralph, | 
jumped up and ran into the house. Dur. 
ing the past few days I’d shed more tears 
than at any time since my mother’s fun. 
eral. and now J let out another flood. Over 
and over I asked myself why I went out 
on that double-date necking party with 
the kids. Actually, I knew all along the 
reason behind my obsession to be well- 
liked and popular. 

The reason was, our family was differ 
ent from all the others in our neighbor- 
hood. When I was a little girl, Dad had 
bought a vacant lot in the well-to-do sec- 
tion and built a house that was very nice, 
but much smaller and less expensive than 
those around it. 

Inside, Mom did wonders with what 
little money she had to spend on furnish- 
ings and thought nothing of buying and 
repainting second-hand furniture and mak- 
ing her own drapes and things. She made 
all of my clothes, and, while she lived, | 
had nothing to be ashamed of. 

But Mom died right at the time | 
blossomed into a young woman and my 
wardrobe no longer fit me. Besides. all 
my classmates in high school wore clothes 
made by dressmakers or bought for them 
at high-priced shops downtown. So I went 
to school in cheap copies of their things. 
and began to hate the other girls who 
seemed to have more than they needed. 

All during my freshman year, I took a 
back seat in everything, ashamed to call too 
much attention to myself. The boys, I was 
sure, would never give me a second look. 

And so I made myself content with 
Ralph’s company. He was a tall, quiet 
boy. who was a year ahead of me in 
school. He was my personal hero those 
months when I felt myself being snubbed 
by everyone else. He never criticized ot 
found fault with me and the adoring look 
in his eyes was reassuring to my sagging 
ego. 

But then I learned the secret of attract- 
ing the boys in spite of my clothes. I 
learned how to put a wicked invitation 
into a glance or smile. I adopted a s& 
phisticated air, acting as if I knew all 
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there was to know about everything. And 
the fellows swarmed around like bees, es- 
pecially when I began wearing snug sweat- 
ars and tight-fitting skirts. 

About this time. Ola married Dad and 
one night she tried to make friends with 
me by giving me her version of a heart- 
to-heart, mother-daughter talk. 

“Appears to me high school is a mighty 
fast place, Margaret,” she began haltingly. 

“Margo,” I corrected, then added flip- 
gantly, “Think so? Just wait till I get to 
college, then watch my speed!” 

She bit her lip and secretly I exulted at 
her discomfiture. , Well, I never been to 
but some things know 
and others you learn— 


high school, you 
from ‘mother wit’ 
the hard way.” 

I just looked bored, wishing she’d get 
to the point and let me alone. 

Ola folded her hands in her ample lap 
and gazed at me. “You're a right pretty 
girl, Margo, and I know your Papa is 
proud of you. But- I’ve been hear- 
ing things about the way some of the boys 
and girls have been carrying on.” 

“Some people have nothing better to do 
than talk about other people!” I snapped. 

She must have seen she was getting no- 


-well, 


where fast, because she sighed and stood 
up to go. “Remember one thing, honey— 
a woman has something that’s mighty 
precious,” she said gently. “But when she 


makes it so common that anybody can 
share it, then it’s worth nothing at all!” 

I gasped at her intimation that I could 
be doing anything wrong. How dare she 
call me cheap! Sure, I gave up a few 
kisses, a few hugs to hold a boy. It was 
the natural thing—what the boys expected. 
And I told Ola so. But I didn’t tell her 
how sometimes the kisses got extra warm 
and the caresses more demanding and | 
got frightened. 


OON AFTERWARDS. Norma 
“birthday party and invited everyone 
but me. I was so angry I promised my- 
self ’'d get even with her. She was go- 
ing with a fellow named Ben and I made 
up my mind to take him away from her. 
Idid it, too, even though it meant giving 
Ralph the air. But I was on my way 
then and nothing mattered except 
my own special brand of revenge on all 
the hincty girls whom I’d envied for so 
long. 

As soon as Norma got the point, I 
dropped Ben and went right down the 
list, taking away their boy friends, hold- 
ing them with kisses and embraces that 
ilways stopped short of the line. Like 
two boys who’ve had a fight, then made 

Norma and I became good friends 
later on. Between us, we ruled the social 
life of our classmates—at least part of it. 


gave a 


else 


I was riding high. No longer did I 
feel inferior to the other girls, and by 
lagging Dad, I soon had clothes to 


match theirs. I thought nothing of going 
oa dance with one fellow and ditching 
him for another when it was time to 
leave. More often than not, I’d make the 
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boy walk out on his original date. And 
in doing it, I made sure that everyone 
knew what was happening. 

I guess that was part of my reluctance 
to go back to school. I just knew that 
every one of the enemies I’d made was 
sharpening her claws to rip into me. 
They had the ups on me now. 

“Tt seems a shame to quit now, Mar- 
co.” Dad said to me. “You don’t have 
much farther to go—but I guess after 
what happened—” 

“Nothing happened!” I said hotly. The 
suspicion in his eyes angered me. “I 
told you that.” 

Ola spoke up. “You’d best go back to 
school, Margo.” she put in. The fight 
was gone out of me, so I went. I tried 
to convince myself it was better this way. 
If I stayed away. folks would be more 
apt to believe that something had hap- 
pened that night. 

I went with my head held high, and 
smiling, but before the day was half over 
I realized that they all believed the worst, 
anyway. Even Norma. There was some- 
thing in her eyes that betrayed her doubt. 
although she loyally tried to believe me. 

That hurt. And the way Ken. and Joe 
and Al went out of their way to avoid 
me. hurt too. It was as if / had done 
wrong. Not one of them apologized for 
running out on me. I tried hard to meet 
the contemptuous gaze of the other girls. 
Walking down the corridors I could see 
the kids whispering together and I knew 
they were talking about me. 

I tried to work up a double date, but 
when I mentioned it to Norma. she was 
suddenly too busy. But when I pressed 
her. she finally admitted her parents had 
cracked down on her going out and had 
specifically forbidden her to have any- 
thing to do with me. 

I really reached rock bottom then. And 
even though Ralph came around on week- 
ends and sometimes we'd take in a movie, 
that didn’t help me through that daily 
ordeal at school. Then there was a new 
flare-up of publicity when the police 
aptured a man who'd tried to attack a 
woman and they made me go down to the 
station to see if I could identify him. Of 
course, I couldn’t since I hadn’t seen my 
ittacker’s face. but I guess some people 
must have assumed I just didn’t want to. 

One day, Al cornered me near my 
locker. I was too surprised and pleased 
that he’d stopped to talk to notice that 
when the halls were 
and no one would see him with 
me. All I cared about was having him 
treat me like I was alive again. It was 
just before first period and although I 
was due in math class, I was in no hurry 


t was at a time 


empty 


to go. 

“T guess you think I’m a no-good heel, 
Margo,” he said ruefully. 

“It wasn’t your fault, Al,” I hastened 
to assure him. 

“Gee, I'm glad you feel that way 
about it,” he smiled. “I’ve been afraid 


) 
IO 


even to speak to you since it happened 
—afraid you’d bite my head off.” 

“Nothing like that, Al,” I said, trying 
out my most seductive smile on him. It 
got results. 

“Baby, when you look at me like that, 
I naturally melt!” he breathed. He moved 
closer to me. The open door hid us from 
the corridor. “How about a date this 
Saturday?” he asked. “I hear the Forest 
Preserves is really jumping now.” 

“Oh, no!” I said. “I could never go 
back there.” 

“What’re you afraid of, Margo? Light- 
ning never strikes twice in the same spot. 
We started something that we didn’t 
finish.” 

His eyes narrowed meaningfully and he 
pressed against me hard. He winked at 
me. “Don’t I rate the same kind of break 
that guy got?” 

It took me a moment to get what he 
was driving at. but when I did, I swore 
and brought my hand up against the 
side of his face. Then I turned and 
streaked down the corridor and out into 
the morning sunshine. I ran home cry- 
ing all the way. 

Ola greeted me at the door. 
home early.” she said. 

“T’m home for good!” I yelled. wish- 
ing in my misery I could just once break 
down that calm of hers. I tried to pass 
her to get to my room, but she blocked 
my way. both hands on her wide hips. 

“Oh, no you don’t young lady!” she 


“You're 


declared. “You can’t go through life 
running away from things.” 


“Don’t you start on me, too!” I cried. 
“T can’t take it any more! Even my own 
family doesn’t believe I got away from 
that man.” 

She shook her head slowly. “I know 
you did, Margo,” she said gently. I stared 
at her in astonishment. “I undressed you 
for bed that night. remember? I could 
have told if you were lying.” 

My mouth hung open and my knees 
grew weak. If my stepmother knew I was 
telling the truth, then maybe—no, it was 
too much to hope for. I was branded. 

“Come on,” Ola said, putting an arm 
around my waist. “Wash your face and 
we'll go back to that school.” 

“Are you crazy?” I demanded. “I’m 
not going back there to let them crucify 
me!” 

She set her lips in a determined line 
and practically dragged me along with 
her. “You can wear that new dress I made 
for you,” she said, ignoring my objections. 
“I’ve never been inside a high school,” 
she added. “I want to see what it’s like— 
and talk to them.” 

I almost laughed at the picture of Ola 
marching up to school, she and her broken 
speech. But I obeyed her command, dress- 
ing and grooming myself like an unfeeling 
robot. But we didn’t go straight to the 
school. Ola had a plan of her own, and 
I had neither the will nor the strength 
to hold back. 


She took me to a doctor—but a woman 


doctor, who immediately put me at ease 
and explained the necessity of the exanj. 
nation I had so dreaded. After it was 
over, the doctor wrote out something op 
her prescription pad and handed it to Ola, 
Taking me by the hand like a little child, 
my stepmother headed for the school. 

By the time we arrived, it was home 
class period and Ola marched me right 
up to the room. All the kids were there 
and they stared in astonishment as Mrs, 
Walker, the teacher, came to the door to 
speak to us. 

At first. Mrs. Walker thought Ola was 
joking when she said she wanted a few 
minutes to talk to the class. Then she 
must have noticed the gleam in Ola’s eye. 
for she said. “Well. this is highly irregu. 
lar, Mrs. Wiley, but—I think we can make 
an exception in this case.” 

I hung back near the door. ashamed to 
be seen with Ola, but, at the same time. 
fascinated by her courage and determina. 
tion. There were a few snickers when she 
faced the class, and I was surprised to feel 
myself bristle. At least they could give 
her a chance, I thought. 

But when Ola began talking, you could 
hear a pin drop. 

“T don’t know what subjects they teach 
in high school.” she said, “but it seems 
to me that high school is one step higher 
than grade school. Now, I went to grade 
school and I never saw such downright 
orneriness as some of you have shown my 
daughter. Maybe she had no business be. 
ing out there in the woods the other night, 
but from what I hear. it could have been 
any one of you girls!” 

There was a chorus of gasps and one of 
the boys gave a wolf whistle. Ola’s eyes 
blazed. “And where I come from, no man 
worth the name would tuck his tail and 
run when trouble came and a woman was 
in danger! 

“Some folks got their noses so high in 
the air, they can’t see anything right in 
front of them.” she continued. “But I've 
got something here that I’m going to show 
your teacher. Maybe you'll take her word 
when you wouldn’t take my daughter's.” 

She took out the slip of paper the doc- 
tor had given her and handed it to Mrs. 
Walker. The teacher read it and cleared 
her throat a couple of times before she 
could say anything. 

“This is a doctor’s certificate.” Mrs. 
Walker told the class. “It says—well. 
she’s never gone beyond the bounds of de 
cency. I think that should settle the issue 
once and for all!” 

Through blurry eyes I could see Al 
squirming, and he ducked his head to 
keep from looking at me. However. Ola 
wasn’t through yet. “Like I said, maybe 
Margo had no business being where she 
was that night. but she’s a lonely little 
soul, and has been for a long time even 
though you’re supposed to be her friends. 

“Still, I've got to fault her some, too. 
Maybe it’s old fashioned, but the Bible 
says return good for evil. That’s not what 
Margo did. She was hurt, so she gave back 
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the same thing. Yes, she did wrong.” 
And for the first time, I realized I had 
been playing Ola cheap. All along she’d 
known what I was doing, striking back at 
people I felt were better than I. She had 
tried to straighten me out—just as my own 
mother would have done—but I had been 
too hard-hearted and evil to pay attention. 


And I knew also that I could never again 
look down my nose at her. She had more 
courage and native intelligence—“mother 
wit” she called it—than I would ever have. 

That was the day I started all over again 
from the beginning, doing my utmost to 
win the respect of my friends—and the 


love of my mother. THE END 








On the Records 
(Continued from Page 9) 


years ago, the same diskery marketed an 
album of eight other Lunceford gems on 
78. It was called “For Dancers Only” and, 
like the Columbia collection, was titled 
after one of its selections. 

All the Lunceford re-issues sound con- 
temporary and quite familiar to even the 
youngest of modern jazzophiles, which is 
not strange. since the styles of several cur- 
rent bands are patterned exactly after that 
of Lunceford, among them the aggrega- 
tions of Billy May and Ray Anthony. But 
while many copy Lunceford, none has been 
able to do so effectively. The Lunceford 
band was relaxed and subtle in its playing, 
its imitators are stiff and exaggerated. 

Lunceford recorded often, waxing all 
sorts of tunes from flag-waving stomps to 
sophisticated blues. His first hits on re- 
cordings were with fast, frenzied arrange- 
ments like his original theme. White Heat. 
Thus, his band earned the tag of “The 
Harlem Express.” However. by the time 
the band had reached its peak. it was best 
known for its intricate stylings with light 


of-beats. Most of the group’s arrange- 
ments were «penned by trumpeter Sy 
Oliver, altoist Willie Smith and pianist 


Eddie Wilcox. 

The Lunceford band was never stagnant, 
primarily because its maestro was an orig- 
inal thinker who liked to experiment. Al- 
ways the band coming up. with 
something new instrumentally or introduc- 
ing some talented soloist not previously 
known to the public. Trombonist James 
“Trummy” Young, trumpeter Paul Web- 
ster, tenor saxist Joe Thomas and vocalist 
Dan Grissom were some of the able un- 
knowns who rose to great stardom with the 
Lunceford crew. The band’s practice of 
utilizing fresh talent and gimmicks ap- 
pealed greatly to fans and made it one of 
the biggest box-office draws in the annals 
of jazz. 

While the Lunceford band was 
successful financially. it was even more so 
artistically. “Its trumpets could play with 
the fluency of flutes.” observed one expres- 
sive critic. “its saxophones with the sweet- 
ness of strings. Moreover, the adventurous 
arrangements music instead of 
noise. . .” 

Lunceford had lost his original band by 
1947 but was well on his way to rebuilding 
his group to its old status when he died 
suddenly. Lunceford’s last works on re- 
cordings were pressed on the Majestic 
label with the new unit and included 
Cement Mixer, Just Once Too Ojten, I 
Need A Lift and The Jimmies. 


was 


quite 


made 


Lunceford recordings generally are col- 
lectors’ stuff and likely will always be 
rated that way as long as jazz is played on 
Lunceford was just that great. 

* * & 
RECORD OF THE MONTH: Victor’s 
Walking By the River/If I Didn’t Love 
You So. vocals of 
sultry Savannah Churchill on an old stand- 
ard and a new ditty. River is the ballad 


records. 


resounding the husky 


made popular years ago by Una Mae Car- 
lisle, here revived quite soothingly by 


Savannah with the lush backing of a vocal 
group and an orchestra under the direction 
of sax star Benny Carter. Benny’s lead 
horn sounds are particularly effective in 
support on the side. The flipper is a torch 
item and ideal material for the bluesy 
Churchill voice. It should have strong ap- 
peal in the rhythm and blues market . . 

GOOD: Blue Note’s Tenderly/Lion’s Den 
with versatile trombonist Vic Dickenson 
spotlighted on two stints in an all-star set- 
On the pair, Bill Doggett plays Ham- 
mond organ, John Collins guitar and Jo 
Jones drums. Vic slides his horn through 
Tenderly at a slow pace but it comes off 
as a real exciting rendition. Den is a 
simple riff figure which the quartet swings 
on groovily. Pacing the side is Collins in 
a nifty but Vic and Doggett 
sparkle on the performance too. Vic has 
two solid sides in the new Blue Note re- 


ting. 


solo 


spot 


lease, either of which his fans should be 
delighted with -. RECOMMENDED: 
Decca’s You’re Med Too Fat/Friendship, 


a pair of old novelty favorites framed 
rather humorously by maestro Louis Jor- 
dan in his characteristic fashion on vocals 
and alto. Jordan’s rhythm section backs 
him ably on the coupling with a driving, 
rocking beat. Of the two pressings. the 
topside perhaps rates as the best musi- 
cally. It has a long but appealing tenor 
sax solo and a neat slice of the Jordan alto 
which is Friendship 
sounds a good deal like the old Jordan 
juke hit. You Rascal You. and could be- 
come just as big... ACCEPTABLE: 
Okeh’s Love For Sale/A Shoulder to Weep 
On, as chirped by classy night club star 
Bryant, a who 
her 


always listenable. 


strong-voiced lass 
vocals lustily and 
great assurance. She makes a big produc- 
tion number out of Love, the Cole Porter 
composition. with the aid of echo-chamber 
effects and other recording props. The end 
result is tasty. However, the side is due 
for a restricted market since its lyrics are 
barred from radio. On the flip, Joyce has 
to work with an inane tune but turns in a 
slick vocal job nonetheless. 


Joyce 
belts over with 
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LATEST RELEASES AND FAVORITES 





2 | DON’T KNOW—Willie Mabon —— 
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I Pay 
For Love 
(Continued from Page 31) 


[ shouldn’t hate Tony. Tomorrow, I would 
end him a substantial check. Tony was 
othing more, nothing less than God-for- 
saken women like myself caused or en- 
couraged him to be. 

The one I should hate was me, for all 

is, I had brought upon myself. Once 
upon a time—and ever since that time— 
[ had made money my god. Money, com- 

wt and luxury had become the most im- 
erative things in life to me. And when 
| had to sacrifice innate decency and self- 
espect to earn the things I wanted most, 
[ hadn’t hesitated one moment. I, Cleo 
Brooks, who can attract only the love she 

ys for, once sold myself to a man who 
ved me sincerely. 

The high-priced cars streamed by on 
Edgecombe Avenue as I sat by the win- 
low. But though my eyes were riveted on 
he street outside, my memory was travel- 
ng back, back to the Louisiana town 
here my fabulous career had begun... . 

It wasn’t very often that I remembered 
y early life in Louisiana. When your 
ime tops the society pages of the New 
York Negro weeklies almost every other 
eek; when you live in a hot-house world 
f mink coats, diamond rings, winter trips 
» Miami and dashes to the West Coast for 
eekend parties, you don’t like to recall 
Lee Street. 

Lee Street in Alexandria was the street 

black, broken dreams. It was a street 
f barbecue smells, of pounding jukeboxes 
training out the blues. It was the street 

of half-pints and corner brawls, of the 
electricity of race tensions which erupted 
ist often enough to keep Negroes always 
yn the alert for trouble from overbearing 
white policemen or drunken white soldiers 
1 the slum. 
Lee Street was my six brothers and my- 
self living all crammed into the first floor 
an apartment building which should 
have gone up in merciful flames ten years 
vefore I was born. It was quarreling and 
wrangling between my strident, drunkard 
mother and my weakling, drunkard father. 
lt was an older sister coming home to an- 
1ounce that she was going to have a baby 
id that she didn’t know who the father 





But there was one thing that happened 
o me on Lee Street which, for one single 
ear, lit up my heart beyond all the sordid 
living and feeling of being caught in a 
steel trap. Love came to me on Lee Street 
vhen I was in high school. Love’s name 
was Goldy—Goldy Harris, a dreamy-eyed 
boy with an ambition to get to the treasure 
ests of New York and an invalid mother 
who held him back from his dream. 


OU 





Goldy and I made a life of our own 
which transcended our hopeless back- 
ground. We lived for each other. We 
studied together, partied together, drank 
our first drink, smoked our first cigarette 
and stole our first love together. We had a 
plan, Goldy and I. We were going to 
work after school. save our money and find 
our way to New York. 

There was only one difference between 
us. Goldy wanted to own a garage. He 
worked in Old Man Hoskins’ run-down 
garage and livery station after school. He 
loved the hum of a car engine, revelled 
in his grease-covered mechanic’s clothes. 
I wanted Goldy to be a gentleman, a sales- 
man, a doctor, something with a white 
collar. 

I wanted his fine shoulders to have the 
feel of silk shirts. his gracefully-lazy body 
to be clothed in the latest styles. I wanted 
to show him off and I wanted to be the 
perfect companion to his glory, living the 
high life, buying my clothes from a Fifth 
Avenue shop, driving a big, shiny car—a 
Cadillac. 

We never thought the difference would 
mean much; Goldy—because in his gently 
insistent way, he knew he was going to do 
what he wanted to do, regardless of any- 
thing or anyone. I was so confident in his 
love and devotion that I knew for certain 
that once we got to New York, I could 
shape his life any way I wanted to. 

It didn’t work like that, of course. We 
never even got to New York together, be- 
cause just when I was despairing secretly, 
looking forlornly at the slow-as-death, 
creeping figures in the little bank book in 
which Goldy and I kept the pennies we 
were able to earn and hold out from our 
family obligations, just then I found my 
escape from Lee Street in the person of 
Marshall Stevens. 

I was seventeen when I met Marshall. 
He was old enough to be my father. In 
fact, he was a father and was visiting 
Alexandria to see his young GI son who 
was stationed in an engineer camp a few 
miles outside the city. But Marshall’s 
years meant nothing to me when I bumped 
into him one sunny day on the corner of 
Lee and First. 

My arms were full of packages. He 
was coming out of a small hotel, stepping 
briskly toward a sleek Cadillac at the 
curb. He almost knocked me down. I 
gasped at the sophisticated manner in 
which he lifted his natty Homburg and 
spoke to me apologetically. He was trim 
and erect with what they call a soldierly 
bearing. His dark brown eyes were grave 
with concern, 

“T certainly hope I didn’t hurt you, 
miss,” he apologized, 

“Why, I—er .. .” 
pletely flustered. 

“Please let me help you with those pack- 
ages,” he begged, stooping to pick up sev- 
eral pieces of fruit which had rolled out 
on the sidewalk. 

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t protest as he 
took my groceries and conducted me into 


I stammered, com- 


the storybook-like interior of that long, 
expensive car. It was ridiculous that | 
was riding down Lee Street in a Cadillac 
with a middle-aged man I didn’t know— 
especially ridiculous because I had only 
two and a half blocks to go. But I was 
under the spell of the charm of this stran- 
ger whose assured manner, correct clothes 
and careful, kindly words meant to me 
everything that Lee Street could never be. 

I did manage to murmur instructions as 
to where he could drop me. And when [ 
got out of the car self-consciously, aware 
of the curious stares of several neighbors, 
I felt like Cinderella leaving the ball. 

“Thank you, Mr.—er, Mr... .” 

“Stevens,” he told me. “Marshall Stev- 
ens. And, if you’re kind enough to re- 
member anything about a clumsy stranger, 
just recall that I’m the man whose eyes 
have been blessed with the vision of a 
lovely girl.” 

I’m afraid my mouth was wide open with 
wonder as the low-slung limousine dipped 
away from the curb. I turned and went 
into the house in a daze. 

Goldy was waiting for me in the shabby 
living room when I got upstairs. He'd 
stolen off from work to tell me everything 
that had happened to him that day so far. 
Goldy and I were used to exchanging this 
kind of small talk, intimately detailed in- 
formation about the moments we were sep- 
arated from each other. 

But I didn’t listen to Goldy as he talked 
that afternoon. I didn’t even look at him. 
I was wandering off down the road of 
fantasy . . . wondering what it would be 
like to play queen to a sophisticated aris- 
tocrat like the man who had’ knocked my 
packages out of my hands. 

Goldy would never be like Mr. Marshall 
Stevens, I decided. How perfectly I re- 
membered the stranger’s name. Goldy, 
sitting here, talking excitedly about every- 
day, humdrum Lee Street things, was 
made for Lee Street, not for New York 
and the dreams we had dreamed together. 
What I wanted was a man like Marshall 
Stevens. 

Goldy finally decided something was 
wrong with me, that I wasn’t paying him 
the slightest bit of attention. He went 
away in a small huff and I was left with 
my dreams of Marshall Stevens. His car 
had borne a New York license. Bet he 
was a rich numbers banker or a night club 
owner. Somebody fabulous. 

When I went to bed that night, refusing 
Goldy’s persistent invitation to take in a 
movie, my mind was made up. I was going 
to meet Marshall Stevens again. I prayed 
God he wasn’t married. ‘ 


ACCIDENTALLY on purpose, I haunted 
“% the neighborhood of the hotel where 
Mr. Stevens was staying. A whole day 
passed by, then two. I was desperate. 
Then I made up my mind to do a bold 
thing. I marched straight in the door of 
that hotel and demanded whether Mr. 
Stevens was in. 

I wanted to slap the clerk for the know- 
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ing way he smiled slightly as he rang Mr. 
Stevens’ room. 

“Young lady to see you, sir,” he an- 
nounced significantly. My heart jumped. 
Would Marshall Stevens ask questions of 
the clerk, refuse to see me? Would he fail 
to remember me? 

“Second floor. Second door on the right. 
You can go right up, lady,” the clerk told 
me. His voice was sarcastic when he 
called me “lady.” I felt he knew that I 
was only seventeen. 

I went up the steps all a-tremble. What 
could I say? What excuse could I give 
for my daring visit? 

My fears disappeared when, after my 
timid knock on the door, Marshall Stevens 
appeared, smiling, pleased and looking 
like a magazine advertisement in his silk 
dressing gown. 

“I came to thank you for being so polite 
to me the other day,” I blurted out. I 
stood looking at him, looking into his eyes, 
my heart pounding. I was warm with 
shame—or was it with the hot flush of 
love? 

Yes, I loved Marshall Stevens, I told 
myself, standing there waiting for him to 
invite me in or tell me to go away. 

His voice was warm and low. 

“I was hoping I’d see you again,” he 
said. “I never dared dream you'd come to 
see me. Please come in.” 

Before I stepped across the sill of his 
hotel room, something electric passed be- 
tween us. It was an indefinable but defi- 
nite something which did away with all 
formalities and preliminaries. I went into 
the room and into his arms. 


Knowing Marshall was like having a 


fever. He made me feel so important, so 
precious. During those next few weeks 


while we carried on our clandestine ro- 
the few, fleeting moments of self- 


mance, 
condemnation which came to me_ were 
eradicated by the worshipful way he 


treated me, the tenderness of his every 
word and caress. 

My love for Goldy had been a school- 
girl thing, I told myself. This was the 
real, substantial, solid thing for which peo- 
ple lived and yearned. 

I was too excited with the long hours 
we spent together, driving far out in the 
country in his car, talking happily as we 
parked and held hands—too excited to 
know or to admit that behind all the ec- 
stasy of Marshall’s company was a pride 
in having a peek into the magic world 
in which he lived. 

Marshall was an undertaker, a very suc- 
cessful Harlem businessman. He was 
widowed and despite his money and _ posi- 


tion, he was lonely. He talked about his 
son, how he and his son were almost 
strangers. They had never been warm and 


understanding with each other. Marshall 
and his first wife had separated and the 
boy had always resented his father. 

I was flattered that Marshall seemed to 
find relief in telling me his intimate se- 
crets, 

I lived on my cloud until the day Goldy 
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came bursting into my house, his face 
twisted with anger. He had learned about 
Marshall and me. Goldy understood why 
I had been avoiding him, why I had been 
cool to him. 

“Cheap little slut,” he raved, standing 
over me, his fists clenched. “How much 
does he pay you? How much does he pay 
you?” 

I blazed with scorn. 

“T know what you think with your nar- 
row, Lee Street mind,” I snapped back at 
him. “Well, you’re wrong. This isn’t 
another one of those deals with a simple 
country girl and a city slicker. That’s 
what you'd think, naturally, because you’re 
a small-time fool. You'll never amount to 
anything, not anything even worth kissing 
the foot of a man like him. You can’t 
give me anything but love, Goldy, and I 
want the world. He’s going to give it to 
me, do you hear? I’m going to be Mrs. 
Marshall Stevens.” 

Goldy stared at me with eyes of a hurt 
dog. I could almost feel his mind grop- 
ing for something vicious enough to hurt 
me back adequately. He found it. 

“Okay. baby. okay.” he said softly 
through his teeth. “I’m proud of you for 
one thing. I thought you were for rent 
only. I see now you're for sale.” 

When Goldy stormed out of the door, I 
had a desperate, momentary desire to call 
him back, to tell him I'd been a fool, to 
promise never again to see Marshall Stev- 
ens. After all, how did I know Goldy 
wasn’t right? Why should Marshall think 
of marrying me when I had thrown myself 
at him, when he could have his pick of 
the finest women in New York? How 
could I face Goldy now after Marshall had 
gone? I made a sudden decision. I would 
go to see Marshall, beg him to go away. 
plead with him not to let me make a fool 
of myself again. 

The tears were streaming down my face 
as I dressed hastily. Minutes later, | was 
knocking on Marshall’s door. He pulled 
me inside, took me in his arms. 

“Darling, I was waiting for you,” he 
breathed as he kissed my throat, my neck, 
my eyes with an urgent passion. “I’ve 
been called back to New York. Must 
leave tomorrow.” 

I stood rigid in his arms. So I wouldn't 
have to ask him to go. Fate itself was 
dealing the cards for me. What a fool I 
had been! But Marshall’s next words sent 
a thrill through me. 

“T want to take you back with me,” he 
said. “I want to marry you. I can’t bear 
to leave you. I love you.” 

Relief flooded over me. I could be Mrs. 
Marshall Stevens. I was going to be! 

“And I love you too, Marshall. Of 
course I'll go,” I answered. 

When he pressed me closer and kissed 
me, I told myself I was as happy as could 
be. But somewhere in my consciousness 
came the whiplash of Goldy’s scorn. 

“IT thought you were for rent only. I see 
now you're for sale.” 

There are families on Lee Street in 


which children just don’t matter. So very 
little was said when I went back home, 
announced I was leaving for New York 
and was going to be married. Marshall 
had given me five crisp one hundred dollar 
bills to leave with my parents. They were 
more delighted with that than interested in 
the welfare of their daughter. There would 
be plenty of half-pint bottles around the 
house for weeks now. 

I wanted to see Goldy before I left. | 
told myself I mustn’t leave Alexandria and 
the boy I'd thought I loved sincerely with 
the bitterness between us. But there was 
shopping to do with Marshall and there 
were so many details to take care of. Be- 
sides, knowing Goldy, I was certain he 
wouldn’t see me, wouldn’t speak. So I left 
things the way they were. 

The next few months of my life were 
something out of Arabian nights. I exulted 
in the sounds, the sights, the smells of New 
York City. I walked through the magic 
maze of a story-book wedding. I was a 
queen, furnishing lavishly a Sugar Hill 
apartment. buying clothes from the smart- 
est shops. commanding the respect of 
scores of people who were important so- 
cially and financially. Marshall was happy 
in my happiness and he was a devoted 
husband. 

But it was amazing how soon the spell 
broke. It was amazing how soon I awoke 
in the middle of the night, awoke right 
out of a nightmare of longing for Goldy. 
Like a great iron bell of doom, his scath- 
ing words rang through my brain. Into 
my mind crowded all those precious hours 
we had played and laughed and loved to- 
gether. 

For months I was able to fool myself. I 
was just homesick and afraid of all the 
grandeur Marshall had given me, I tried 
to believe. But when I could no longer 
hide from myself the devastating, ensnar- 
ing fact that it was Goldy I loved and that 
I had married Marshall only for what he 
could give me, I experienced utter misery. 

Looking back now at the devotion which 
Marshall gave me, the attention with 
which he showered me, it seems incon- 
ceivable that I could have turned upon 
him the way I did to relieve my own 
despair. First, I began to demand more 
and more from him. I must have two cars. 
I needed another fur immediately. I just 
had to have a diamond brooch bigger than 
that of anyone in my set. I was trying to 
acquire more and more to convince myself 
that I wasn’t lacking in anything at all. 

Marshall was quietly shocked at my 
greed and lack of consideration. But he 
gave and gave. 

It angered me to see him so willing, so 
happy to gratify my slightest whim. | 
didn’t want Marshall to be happy, I was 
miserable and I wanted to make him 
miserable. 

I began to tell myself that I hated him. 
I began to blame him for wrecking my 
life, for sweeping me off my feet with his 
charm and his money. I began to loathe 
the idea of living with a man who was 
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growing older and older while, for years, 
[ would be young and in the bloom of my 
life. 

When Marshall wanted to take me out, 
| pleaded headaches. I worked myself into 
such a state that I wanted to lock myself 
away from him in my room. 

Then one day I decided I would do 
something about my unhappiness. I sat 
down and wrote Goldy a letter. I begged 
his forgiveness, told him that we would 
start all over again if he would only give 
me a chance, that I would leave Marshall. 

I began to regain some good spirits 
when the letter was mailed. Soon I would 
hear from Goldy. He would forgive me. 
He must forgive me. 

Days went by. weeks passed and there 
was no reply. My misery descended upon 
me again. I was almost out of my mind 
with unhappiness. I wrote Goldy again. 
tried to call him long distance. I learned 
he had left Alexandria. No knew 
where he had gone. 

Then, sick with despair and frustration, 
I committed the foulest crime of all. One 
evening when Marshall came home from 
the office and tried to take me in his arms. 
I shrank away from him. 

“Don’t do that, Marshall.” I said. “It’s 
about time we stopped masquerading. I 
don’t 
what you could give me. 
else and no one—not you or anyone, Mar- 
shall—will touch me until he holds me in 
his arms when I find him again.” 

Marshall stepped back. his face twisted 
with shock and hurt. A wave of dizzy, sick 
shame rushed up within me as I waited 
tor him to lash back at me bitter 
words. to strike me. anything to pay me 
back for the terrible thing I was doing to 
him at this moment. 

But my feeling of remorse lasted only 
for a I pushed it back down, 
struggled with it, recaptured the savagery 
of my own self-condemnation which made 


one 


love you. I married you only for 


I love someone 


with 


second. 


it so necessary for me to make Marshall 
suffer as I myself was suffering. 

My husband measured me with his eyes. 
Slowly. softly he spoke, almost as if to 
himself. almost as if in a nightmare. 

“It is true. isn't it? You did marry me 
for my money. didn’t you?” he asked. 

The savage imp in my brain drove me 
to unspeakable cruelty. 

“Yes, oh yes!” I cried exultantly. “for 
your money only.” 

Marshall turned his back to me. walked 
slowly to the door. As he was about to go 
out into the hall. he turned slowly, tragi- 
cally and said: 

“You'll have it soon, all of it.” 

I sank into a chair hearing Marshall's 
footsteps as he went up the hall to his bed- 
room. It seemed that hours went by as I 
sat, staring straight ahead, thinking what 
a mess I had made of my life, of Mar- 
shall’s and of Goldy’s. 

I thought of Marshall's grim face, the 
pain in his eyes. the last words he had 
uttered before he had left me to go to his 


room. I wondered, wondered what he had 
meant. ... 

When I heard a revolver shot blasting 
the strange quiet, I didn’t have to wonder. 

Screaming I rushed to his room, panic 
playing a mad rhythm in my brain. “Don’t 
let him be dead, God,” I prayed. “Don’t 
let him be dead. Ill do anything . . .” 

But Marshall was dead. He lay across 
the bed, face downward. The blood trickled 
horribly from his mouth. I fainted. 

Through all the long eternities of inves- 
tigation by the police. the reporters. pho- 
tographers, the questions. doubts and sus- 
picions, the parade of mourning and sym- 
pathetic friends. the horror of the funeral 
and of watching the body of the man I 
had destroyed being lowered into the 
earth. I went as if in a daze. some great, 
incredible power keeping me from com- 
plete insanity. 

There was no one to talk to, no one to 
whom I could unburden myself of the hor- 
rible guilt in my soul. Days, I remem- 
bered how I had crucified Marshall on the 
cross of the love he had borne. Nights, I 
lay sleepless. seeing the tragedy of his 
eyes burning through the darkness. burn- 
ing into my soul. 

I was free now. I had enough money to 
grant my every wish. But I couldn’t live 
with myself when the sun shone. I couldn't 
find peace when night came. 

One night, when I had been tossing and 
turning for two hours. I crept out of bed, 
went downstairs into the recreation room 
and switched on the lights. I took a long 
look at the gleaming. expensive bar Mar- 
shall had built for me. A scotch and wa- 
A double scotch and water would do 


ter. 
it, would give me temporary peace, let me 
sleep. 

One double didn’t do it. Two didn’t. 


An hour later my blood was singing and 
my body tingling with the false stimula- 
tion of the liquor. I switched on the little 
bar radio and the music of a_ popular 
swing orchestra swept into the room. The 
announcer forth 
midtown Broadway spot from which the 


one in the 


sang the virtues of the 


music was coming. It was 
morning. 

I clutched my half-full glass more tight- 
ly. Why should I stay in this house? Why 
should I waste away my life condemning 
myself for something already done? Why 
shouldn't I go out? To that downtown 
club, for instance. 

Almost gaily I filled my 


back upstairs and straight to my clothes 


glass. went 
closet. It was crammed with some of the 
newest, most expensive creations. I chose 
one with a daring V neck, laid it out on 
the bed and turned on the shower. I rang 
for the maid, told her to have Crawford 
get out the Cadillac. 

An hour later Crawford delivered me at 
the night spot. From the minute I left my 
best mink with the check girl until the 
minute I was bowed to a ringside table, I 
knew I was a success. Heads turned and 
nudges were exchanged. I told the waiter 
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I was expecting a friend, ordered a double 
scotch and water. 

My friend came along all right. But he 
didn’t come from outside the club and he 
wasn’t anyone I knew. Before I received 
his tiny note brought to me by a waiter, I 
knew he would come along. He was an 
outrageously youthful Air Force lieutenant 
sitting several tables away with a party of 
whites and Negroes. He was clean-cut, 
fresh-faced and with a look in his eyes 
which betrayed that his experience far 
outdistanced his years. 

The note read: “How impertinent would 
it be for a lonely soldier to buy a drink 
for a lovely lady who should never, never 
be alone?” 

rhe waiter paused. 

“No reply,” I told him. 

I sent my reply to the lieutenant with 
my eyes. He came eagerly to my table. 
We passed small talk. We drank. We 
danced. The liquor went to my head but 
that wasn’t the reason I thought he was 


desirably handsome. He was. We drank 
some more, we danced some more. He 
begged me to call him Bern. His name 


was Bernard. I begged him to take me 
home. It wasn’t until the next day, after 
waking with the delicious sense of having 
been made love to ecstatically that I real- 
ized that Bern had never really bought me 
that drink; that when our check had come, 
he had paid with a crisp fifty-dollar bill 
I had pressed into his hand. 

That was the way our affair began and 
that was the way it continued. Bern was 
my whole life beginning with that one 
wild night. When he was in town on leave, 
we made all the night spots, all the after- 
hours places, the fights, the ball games. 
\lways I picked up the checks—not ac- 
tually, of course, but always I saw that he 
was equipped with enough money to un- 
derwrite our activities. 

\fter all. he was a soldier, I told myself. 
He didn’t have too much money and I had 

» much more than I would ever need. I 
ried to rationalize, to convince myself that 
Bern wasn’t interested in the fact that I 
was wealthy. I tried to make myself be- 
lieve that even when he began “borrow- 
ng’—-a couple of hundred this time, a 
couple of hundred next time. Finally, he 
didn’t even have to ask. We had an under- 
standing. I gave him money, cheerfully. 
when he came into town, sent him expen- 
sive gifts and checks. 

Bern was to be discharged soon. We 
made plans. When he got out of service 
we would go into business. I had come to 
be intrigued by the dazzling, sophisticated 
world of night life. Maybe we would open 
a small, swank, intimate club in the Six- 
ties. We would work seriously to make it 
a success. I was aware that no matter how 
much money a person had, it was wise to 
invest to earn more—even if only to throw 
it away. 

But when Bern was discharged, the pay- 
off came. I was expecting him to come 
straight to me, had planned to buy and 
furnish an apartment for him. Our living 
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separately would keep talk down . . . un- 
til we got married. For now I was certain 
I was in love with Bern. that he was all I 
wanted in life. 

But instead of Bern’s arriving, he 
phoned. He wouldn’t be in for a few days. 
couldn’t make it. I was keenly disappoint- 
ed, raved and stormed. but he wouldn’t 
give in. Could I send him five hundred? 
He needed it desperately. 


SENT THE five hundred but I was fu- 

rious. Bern arrived a week later, look- 
ing worried and harassed. He didn’t want 
a drink, didn’t want to go out, was sunk 
deep in thought. My insistence broke 
down the wall of his mysteriousness and 
he finally told me the whole story. 

Bern was engaged to a girl in his home 
town. They had made a pledge to marry 
when he became a civilian. They had mar- 
ried that morning. 

But this wouldn’t make any difference in 
our plans, Bern assured me. He had ex- 
plained to her that he would have to be 
out of town constantly. We could still 
have our fun, go through with our plans 
for opening a club. 

I listened in silent horror as 
sured, self-centered young man revealed 
to me the truth I had refused to face; that 
he was no love of mine, no devoted suitor, 
but something I had bought and paid for, 
something attractive which I had picked 
up at perhaps bargain prices. Whatever 
pride I had left asserted itself. 

“You'd better leave. Bern,” I told him. 
“You'd better go back to your wife.” 

He objected. He tried to make love to 
me. He tried to make me see that the “ar- 
rangement” he was suggesting was some- 
thing being done every day. He became 
angry and accused me of knowing all 
along what the score was and of trying to 
play innocent and heartbroken to get out 
of it. 

But I wouldn’t budge. My whole being 
seemed made of stone just as my heart 
was heavy inside of me. Bern left, walked 
out of my life. In the days of suffering 
which followed. some insidious influence 
kept reminding me that Bern had only 
done to me what I had done to my dead 
husband—only I had gotten off easier. 

The heartbreak of losing Bern wasn’t 
strong enough to dissolve my love for the 
bright lights. And, of course, another 
Bern came along and another. They were 
handsome. They were attentive and de- 
voted. They were broke. 

Although I wouldn’t admit it to myself. 
I developed a realistic attitude about them. 
I kept a steel grip on my heart and re- 
fused to see them whenever I believed I 
was falling in love. I became callous about 
it all. Some women buy Park avenue doc- 
tors to hold their hands and tell them 
they’re ill. Some finance one-hundred-dol- 
lar-an-hour psychiatrists. 

I buy love, I told myself. Maybe I would 
have been able to go along like that, may- 
be there would have been more Berns, 
more Tonys but the day after I gave Tony 


this as- 


my car and dismissed him. Goldy walked 
back into my life—Goldy of Lee Street, 
Goldy who had been my first. my genuine 
love. 

It was only for a few minutes that | 
had Goldy back. Those were the few min- 
utes which changed my whole life. 

It all happened because of a flat tire, 
I was driving my Chrysler New Yorker 
to St. Albans. headed for one of those 
la-de-da teas to organize a charity cam- 
paign when a front tire began that sicken- 
ing wobbling which inevitably means but 
one thing. I silently condemned Craw. 
ford who was supposed to keep the cars 
always in the best condition. I got out of 
the car, walked about a mile until I found 
a large. busy station. One of the attend- 
ants heard my problem, dispatched a 
helper off to change my tire. 

The attendant invited me to wait in the 
office while my car was being fixed. 

As I walked toward the office I noticed 
that all the employees working around 
the station were Negroes. I wondered 
whether the place was owned by a Negro, 

I went into the neat empty office and 
was looking over one of the magazines 
when the sound of a voice made me stiffen 
and draw a deep breath. 

I whirled toward the half-opened door. 
There were two men talking. 

“Can’t run a station like this, Herb,” 
one of them was telling the other in an 
authoritative tone. “Next time you’re late 
and don’t phone in, I'm gonna have to 
let you go.” 

“Goldy.” I shouted, unable to control 
the trembling feeling which took posses- 
sion of me. 

The man with the authority in his voice 
turned and stared. A _ thrill stabbed 
through me as I looked once again into 
those dreamy eyes. The beloved face 
which had haunted my dreams was etched 
in lines of surprise. Oh, he was still hand- 
somer than ever. He was still Goldy. 

Goldy turned back to the curious me- 
chanic. 

“That’s all, Herb,” he said crisply. Then 
he walked toward me slowly, his face lit 
up with a strange emotion. 

He still loves me, I exulted. Goldy still 
loves me. Thank God I’ve found him. 

But he didn’t take me in his arms. He 
looked at me, stared at me silently, the 
strange look playing across his face. 

“Goldy, I’ve never stopped loving you. 
never stopped.” The words came rushing 
from me. “I knew some day I'd find you. 
Why didn’t you answer my letters, darling? 
Why didn’t you answer?” 

I wanted to cry with happiness. 

I thought I would break down when 
Goldy told me reverently! 

“You're prettier than ever. I knew you 
would be pretty always.” 

“Marshall’s dead, Goldy,” I told him. 
It seemed the most important thing to 
say at the moment. 

“Yes, I know,” he said quietly. “I know 
everything.” 


“Goldy, why can’t we....I1 mean, 
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room, out of the house, out of my life. 

\ dam of torment broke inside of me. 
I didn’t call him back because I knew as 
certainly as I knew anything that he 
would never belong to me; that I had lost 
him completely. I slunk down in a chair 
ind cried until my insides hurt from the 
ragged, sobbing straining from me. I was 
weak, shaken and miserable when the 
tears stopped but even though I almost 
wished myself dead, I knew that my life 
vould be different. 

The few words Goldy had spoken were 
words of truth and I had known that all 
long, but I had refused to face it. I 
knew that I had finally paid my debt for 
the unfairness I had dealt others. I knew 
that life had come full circle, bringing 
back to me every rotten thing I'd ever 


aone, 


Goldy’s love had been the most precious 
thing in my life. And Goldy still loved 
me. 

He could have sold that love back to 
me, could have closed his eyes to my sel- 
fishness, my callousness, my cruelty. 

But I wouldn’t have really had his love 
because, as he had said, you can sell love, 
but you can’t buy it. 

Maybe some day I'll find someone to 
love who really, sincerely loves me. Not 
because I am rich, but because I am me. 
I used to pay for love with my wealth. 
Now I am paying for it with my heart- 
break, with my sorrow. It took a man I 
hurt deeply to help me to see that there 
isn’t enough money in the treasuries of 
all the world to buy love that isn’t counter- 


feit. 
THE END 





How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 13) 


Bryant and Eddie South in their climb to 
the top. These folk are all Chicago prod- 
ucts. They'll tell you how tough it is. 

Getting back to the story of how Johnny 

nd I got married; it wasn’t long after he 
moved into the Theresa that a friend of 
mine introduced us. She later admitted 
that he gave her a $5 bribe just to meet 
me. which, of course, puffed me up with 
Importance. 

Johnny didn’t waste any time. Soon we 
were going out together, visiting the hot 
spots in 52nd Street and on Broadway. 

As I told you, I had made my jump into 
how business three or four years before I 
met Johnny. Fritz Pollard at his Sun Tan 
Studios auditioned me for some parts in 
the Soundie Movie shorts they were mak- 
ing up there. 

When they opened the Zanzibar on 
Broadway, Fritz selected the showgirls and 
got me in the first group of 12. In be- 
tween times, I did modelling work in the 
group of Zanzibeauts that included Sara 
Lou Harris, Carrolle Drake, Mary Cun- 
ningham, and Mable Lee. 

[ am a native of Baltimore and my 
maiden name was LaFawn Gumbs. Johnny 


said he liked my odd name and we used 
to talk a lot about it. When I told him 
of my background in show business, it 
created a mutual interest between us, al- 
though I had retired from it completely at 
the time we met. 

The night Johnny proposed to me we 
were out having dinner and drinks at the 
Three Deuces Club in 52nd Street. Sud- 
denly, he turned and asked what I would 
think if he asked me to marry him. He 
told me he had fallen in love with me and 
wanted me with him forever. 

It was an unexpected proposal, but we 
both evidently had been thinking of the 
same thing. Nevertheless, I felt I had a 
flock of butterflies in the pit of my 
stomach. 

They stayed there until a month later 
when we got married in an informal wed- 
ding at city hall in Newark, N. J., where 
Johnny finally put the ring on my finger. 
A friend of mine, Dorothy Tarrant, was 
my maid of honor. 

Our parents (all four are living) have 
been very happy about it all. Johnny, 
who has since gone ahead to be a best- 
selling singer on RCA-Victor records and 
who appears on a daily New York tele- 
vision show, is very happy about it, and 


of course, I’m happy. THE END 





Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 8) 


higher authority to back up your own 
claims is a good device. It is highly rec- 
ommended for editorials, in debates, and 
such, but it should not be used as an ex- 
cuse for not taking the full responsibility 
for what you say or think. The day will 
come, you innocent things, when you must 
make your own decisions, answer your own 
questions. There will be no one to quote. 

When you have a job and the boss wants 
to know what you think of a certain plan, 
he does not expect you to tell him what 
your parents think about it or what you 
read in your text book before you finished 
Neither does he want you to 
agree with everything he says. He will 
60 


the course. 


expect you to have a mind of your own, to 
come up with something original. 

Did you ever listen to a witness testify 
in court? What he thinks, what he heard 
somebody else say means nothing to the 
judge or jury. They are interested only 
in what he knows. 

Speak up! Don’t be tongue-tied and 
shy. Say what you think and be pre- 
pared to stand by it. If you are wrong, be 
big enough to admit you are wrong and 
do it graciously. 

Before Aunt Jane closes the meeting, 
let her warn you not to overdo it. Don’t 
turn suddenly from the quiet little quot- 
ing mouse to the roaring lion who beats 
his breast and says, “/ did that, / want 
this, /’m responsible for everything.” That, 
too, can get a little sickening. THE END 


High School 
Scandal 


(Continued from Page 19) 


“T don’t get it, but you’d better take a 
drink and pull yourself together. You 
look as if you’d seen a ghost!” 

The ghost of my past— After Ella left 
with Larry, I took the drink as she’d sug. 
gested. Then I sat down and tried to 
think out a solution to the problem that 
faced me. Should I keep silent, praying 
that Rudolph would never return, or 
should I bare my soul and tell Henry the 
whole story? It was not a very pretty 
story ... 


T BEGAN when I was 15, living with 

my parents in Port Royal, a small Vir. 
ginia town on the Rappahannock River, 
about 80 miles from Washington. It was 
an historic spot, for there’s an old story 
that just one vote prevented Port Royal 
from being chosen the capital of the 
United States. That was not hard to be. 
lieve, for it was a pleasant, dreamy little 
place that afford its residents a pretty 
good living without the necessity of high 
income. 

My father was a small dark man, hard- 
working and proud of my mother, a tall, 
light-skinned woman, with lovely black 
hair. They were deeply in love and lived 
a happy life, untouched by tragedy.  To- 
gether they had reared three children be- 
fore me and all of them had gone through 
school and, eventually, settled down to 
contented married life. 

I was the baby, the favorite, and in 
many ways a spoiled, headstrong child. | 
grew into an almost perfect image of my 
mother and was taller and more mature 
than other girls my age. By the time | 
was 15 and in high school, I had the full. 
ripe body of a woman. And by then, I be- 
came aware of the admiring glances of 
men who passed me on the street. It 
pleased me to know that I could attract 
their interest. 

Yet, thanks to my happy home life, | 
kept out of the trouble that such interest 
in teasing men can lead to. Midway my 
junior year, our English teacher became 
ill and Rudolph Tucker came in as sub 
stitute. Almost immediately, I took a 
crush on him, for he was the handsomest, 
most charming man I’d ever seen. 

He was a shade over six feet tall, thin, 
yet strongly built. His sharp-featured face 
was made even more handsome by his 
expressive brown eyes and neat mustache. 
And his clothes gave him a man of the 
world, well dressed appearance. He was, 
as we girls agreed, “cute,” and he knew it. 

But it was the way he read poetry that 
really captured my teen-age romantic fat 
cy. I'd sit enraptured as he would read 
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to the class Elinor Wylie’s “Love Song”: 
Had I concealed my love 
And you so loved me longer... - 

And all the other poems of love and 
romance were for me alone, I pretended. 
It was inevitable that I should begin to 
think that Rudy—as I called him in my 
secret thoughts—meant every line that he 
recited. I fell hopelessly, and childishly, 
in love. 

The crush was all on my side the first 
half-year Prof. Tucker taught at the 
school. He paid no more attention to me 
than to any of the other girls. Besides, he 
soon brought his wife to town. I remem- 
ber the first time I saw her. It was at a 
faculty tea and it tickled my girlish van- 
ity to see how plain and unattractive she 
was. It puzzled me how this rather plump 
and unexciting creature had managed to 
win such a wonderful husband. 

The next fall, Rudy returned as a fully 
accredited instructor, and, with a bit of 
maneuvering, I managed to get him as my 
home-room professor as well as for Eng- 
lish. I had thought a lot about him dur- 
ing the summer and I had made up my 
mind to make him notice me. Looking 
back, I shudder to recall my shameless 
flirting—but it worked. Prof. Tucker soon 
began to notice that I was alive—and de- 








sirable. 

Our affair began with a series of inci- 
dents, each one unimportant in itself, but 
building up to a relationship that went 
beyond the usual limits of teacher and stu- 
dent. 

I knew my campaign was succeeding 
the day we got back our papers on mod- 
ern literature. Sally. the girl who sat next 
tome, was a really good student and when 
she received only a “B”, while my paper 
was graded “A”, she raised a fuss. 

“It’s getting so nobody can make good 
grades in here except you, Ruthie,” she 


complained. “The kids are right about 
you.” 

“T don’t know what you mean,” I said 
haughtily. 


“Oh. don’t pull that innocent act with 
me,” she fumed. “Everybody’s noticed the 
disgraceful way you flirt with Mr. Tucker. 
Leaning over his shoulder that way when- 
ever you go up to his desk. Teacher’s pet 
—that’s you. all right!” 

“What’s the matter? Jealous?” I 
turned up my nose and walked away. Se- 
cretly, I delighted in the knowledge that 
my classmates were aware that there was 
something between Rudy and me. 

One day, I decided to eat my lunch in 
the classroom. Rudy was in his little 
ofice at the rear of the room, marking 
some papers. I watched him through the 
open door for a while, then taking a deep 
breath and pulling my sweater down and 
tucking it into my skirt, I went into his 
Toom. 

I stood there a moment, waiting for him 
to look up. Finally I cleared my throat 
and said: “I thought you might like some 
lunch, Mr. Tucker.” 


I held out my lunch box and waited. 


He put down his pencil and looked up 
at me with those brown eyes, as though 
he had been waiting for such a moment. 
And, when he smiled . . . well, I thought 
I'd melt! 

“Thank you, Ruth.” he said. “I really 
shouldn’t take your lunch, though.” 

“Oh, I want you to!” 

“Well, now, if you insist, what can you 
spare?” 

“I’ve got an extra chicken sandwich,” I 
said, “and some fruit—an orange and an 
apple.” 

Talk about taking an 
teacher! That might be innocent enough. 
But, if I had known then what I know 
now, I would have realized that an affair 
between a man instructor and a teen-age 
student can only pay off in heartache. 

He took the sandwich—and the apple— 
eating hungrily. 

“Where’s your wife this year?” I asked, 
knowing where the question 


apple to the 


not really 
came from. 

He paused in a bite on the sandwich. 
“She—ah, she doesn’t like Port Royal. 
So. she’s staying in Washington. Maybe 
shell come back later- 

“Don’t you ever get lonesome?” I asked. 

He put the sandwich down and leaned 
up a bit on the desk, his manicured hands 
locked together. “‘Aren’t you a bit young 
to be asking such questions?” he asked, 
with a smile which said he hoped I was 
older than he thought. 

I was taken aback by the question, but 
only for a “T think [I’m old 
enough.” 

“Old enough for what?” he wanted to 
know. 

“... For anything I have to do, Mr. 
Tucker,” I flashed back. 

“Oh, I see,” he mused. 

“Do you?” I taunted him. 

He cleared his throat and smiled. “I 
think you'd better stay after school—for a 


second. 


‘conference’.” 

That staying after school was what fi- 
nally got me into trouble. At first, we 
just talked, Rudy pretending he wanted to 
get a line on some of the other kids, or 
wanted me to help him with the papers, 
and then finding some excuse to hold my 
hand or caress me. 

From after-school meetings, 
fooled my girlfriends, we progressed to 


which 


There were evening trips into 
where we 


car rides. 
the surrounding countryside, 
would park in the serenity of trees, talk 
about ourselves, and Rudolph would fon- 
dle me. Then Rudolph quickly got bolder. 
The next step up was longer trips, to 
Fredericksburg, a small city about 30 
miles from Port Royal, where we more or 
less openly attended shows and went about 
as “husband and wife.” Once, Rudolph 
persuaded me to go to Washington on a 
“business trip” for the school (so I could 
make up a story for my parents), but we 
went there for the business of romance. 
That I could get away with such a tale 
was made easier by the fact that I had 
been elected treasurer of the senior class. 


T WAS ON our return from this trip, 

late one Saturday night, that we talked 
more seriously than ever before about “our 
love.” 

“Ruth,” Rudy began, “we’ve got some- 
thing to face—” 

“And, don’t I know it?” I cut in, know- 
ing immediately what he had in mind. 

“Well,” he said, “since you’re so quick 
on the uptake, got any ideas?” 

“You know I must have by now. Rudy. 
After all, we’ve been going together sev- 
eral months. And, I’ve been doing a lot of 
thinking.” 

“What's the conclusion?” 

“First things first,” I said, repeating a 
pet saying of my father’s. “The first thing 
is this: you're married. You’ve got to 
make yourself available.” 

He smiled. “You know, it’s hard to re- 
member that you’re just 16—you’re so 
much smarter than the average 16-year- 
old—” 

“So,” I said, piqued, “forget that I’m 
16. forget it altogether—” 

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to get your dan- 
der up.” 

I squeezed his arm. “Rudy, that’s why 
I love you. I can twist you around my 
little finger. Makes me feel powerful. I 
like that—” 

He didn’t resent it. “A girl like you, 
Ruth, was born to twist a guy around her 
finger. I’m just lucky to be the guy. I'll 
bet you had sex appeal the day you were 
born—” 

“Ts that all you like me for?” I asked. 

“You know it isn’t,” he replied. “I was 
just saying—” 

“T know, Rudy. Just teasing.” 

Rudy got serious then and told me that 
he would get a divorce as soon as he could 
arrange it with his wife. He said they had 
been college lovers in Washington. But, 
after marriage, he always felt that his wife 
married him because she had some sense 


of loyalty to him as long-time friend, 
rather than because of what he called 
“emotion-packed love.” 

He explained: “I like action. If you 


love someone, show it.” His wife, he said, 
was about as lively as a_ thunderstruck 
elephant when it came to showing things. 

We both laughed at the pun. 

“You planning to go to college?” he 
asked next, changing the conversation a 
bit. 

“Maybe so. 
you.” 

“If I can get the divorce in time? Is 
that it?” 

“That’s it, Rudy. Personally, I’d like to 
have my high school diploma and my wed- 
ding the same day. Think you can ar- 
range it?” 

“You know I can’t,” he said. 
a few months to graduation for you, but 
this I promise: as soon thereafter as pos- 
sible. Meanwhile, you can get a job some- 
where—that’s what you'll tell the folks— 
and we'll be together until we’re ready for 
the preacher.” 

Needless to say, I was thrilled beyond 


67 


Maybe not. It depends on 


“Tt’s only 











words. I thought I was a “lady.” While 
the other kids were home with their par- 
ents, or attending some tame affair in Port 
Royal, here I was with Rudy, my teacher, 
talking on grown-up terms, driving home 
from Washington. I dreaded the moment 
it would end, and when it did, with Rudy’s 
car parked boldly outside our driveway, I 
hugged and kissed him, clung to him, giv- 
ing him all my love. 

Inside, father had watched us through 
our long embrace. He and mother were 
waiting for me when I strolled into the 
house. The clock on the mantle said it 
was one thirty, Sunday morning. 

There was no preface, no acting, no 
beating around the bush with Dad. 

“What’s all this nonsense about you 
making a trip to Washington on business 
for the senior class?” he demanded harsh- 
ly. 

I knew I was in for a rough time. “I 
had to see about the graduation rings,” I 
said. He didn’t swallow it one bit. 

“All right, show me the illustrations—” 

“Tllustrations?” I stalled. 

“Yes,” he spat at me, “if you went to 
see about class rings, then you got some 
illustrations to show the class. Let me see 
them!” 

Of course, I had none. And, he knew it. 

“You're quite a liar for a young girl,” 
he said, “quite a liar. And, you're sail- 
ing mighty fast with that no-good Rudolph 
Tucker—” 

“I’m in love with Rudy,” I said boldly, 
deliberately trying to hurt him. My mother 
gasped, clutched at her chest. 

My father steadied her with an arm, 
then lashed into me. “Love! What do 
you know about love? You aren’t even 
dry behind the ears. I guess you think 
that because you’ve got size and can switch 
around a little bit, you’re grown. Well, 
you'd better get some sense in your head— 
or you'll pay.” 

It seemed then that although he had 
been raking me with words, only in the 
last sentence had he realized just what 
might be in the offing. 

“Ruth.” my mother said weakly, “why 
lid you lie to us?” 

Her face was streaked with tears and 
sobs caught at her voice. I suddenly felt 


sorry for her. 
“I just couldn’t tell you the truth, 
\lom,” I said, trying to sound convincing. 


“I knew you wouldn’t approve. But, we’ve 
done nothing bad—” 

“If Tucker hasn’t done anything bad 
with you,” Dad cut in, “then you're the 
first high school girl he hasn’t tampered 
with. Did you know he lost his previous 
job because of girl trouble? He should 
have been put in jail!” 

[ knew that Dad wouldn’t make up a 
story like this. The thought that Rudy 
might have been just playing me, that he 
had done this thing before, sent a chill 
racing through me. Then, I recalled that 
| had flirted with him, that I had started 
it all. 

[ was so confused that I couldn’t face 


05 


my parents any longer. I ran upstairs to 
my room. They did not follow, or call for 
me to come back. But, half the night they 
sat up in the living room, talking about it. 
Every now and then, I heard Mom cry. 

The next few weeks were pure torment 
—especially after 1 discovered that I was 
pregnant! 

Unstable, youthful emotions can play 
havoc with a person. I know. It wasn’t 
that I was frightened by the thought of 
having a baby. What scared me was that 
I might not get through to graduation 
before my secret was out. I actually 
wanted the baby—because I loved Rudy 
that much. I thought he’d be proud of 
knowing that a child was on the way, that 
it might make him try harder to get his 
divorce in a hurry. 

Still, I didn’t know how to tell him. I 
couldn’t just walk up and bluntly an- 
nounce, “Rudy, we’re going to have a 
baby!” So, I wrote a note and took it to 
school with me. I passed it to him with 
my homework, then watched as he began 
to read it. 

I had hoped, like a fool, that he would 
look at me and smile. But, he did not 
smile. Instead, his face clouded up, then 
almost drained itself of color. He never 
looked up—just tore the note to bits and 
threw it into his waste basket. 


FTER THE lunchtime bell rang, I 
purposely lagged behind, waiting for 

all the other kids to leave. Rudy slammed 
the door after them, then turned to me. 
His face was an angry mask. “If that 
note was a gag,” he rasped, “it’s not funny 
worth a damn!” 

“Rudy! You—are you angry with me?” 

“What do you expect me to be?” he 
asked. “I said I’d marry you. There’s no 
reason for you to make up a tale like 
that!” 

“But it’s true!” I protested. 

He stared at me for endless seconds, 
then turned his back to me. 

“Rudy—darling—I thought you’d be 
happy. I thought—” My voice trailed 
off. Maybe Dad was right, after all. I 
grabbed him by the arm and spun him 


around. “No! I don’t believe it,” I cried. 
“You’ve got to be happy about it. If you 
aren’t—what can I say to people? What 


will I do?” 

“You can’t tell anyone!” he said in a 
hard voice. Then, putting his arms around 
me, he said in a gentle tone, “I admit it’s 
a shock, Ruthie. Only because I hadn’t 
counted on—this.” 

“Then you love me? You'll think of 
something?” I begged, not realizing I was 
putting words into his mouth. 

“Yes, I'll think of something. Give me 
time.” He rubbed his hand across his 
forehead. Finally, he snapped his fingers 
and said, “I’ve got it! But it won’t work 
unless you trust me, do exactly as I tell 


you. 
“This boy, Henry what’s-his-name—” 
Rudy began. 


“Henry Ransome?” I was surprised 


that he should mention my classmate jy 
connection with our problem. 

“Yes. that’s the one. He’s head over 
heels in love with you. I’ve watched him, 
You two used to be pretty chummy, didn’t 
you?” 

“Yes, but—well, I’ve hardly spoken to 
him at all this semester. Not since you 
and J—” 

“Well.” Rudy said quickly, “all you 
have to do is start up again with him. You 
know, get him to take you places, make a 
play for him.” 

“But what has all that got to do with 
us?” I asked. 

“Don’t ask questions!” Rudy said an. 
grily. “Don’t you see, Ruth? It won't 
work unless you trust me a little. We've 
got to play for time. Time for you to 
graduate, time for me to get a divorce 
from my wife. If this ever got out, she'd 
never give me my freedom.” 

I shook my head in_ bewilderment. 
“Then—you want to use Henry to throw 
people off the track?” 

“Something like that. Yes.” 
my hand. “Will you do it?” 

Dully I nodded, then turned to go. 
There didn’t seem to be anything more 
to say. As I went out the door, Rudy 
called after me, “Turn on the charm, 
Ruthie. You can do it. It might even 
be fun!” 

I was not so dumb that I didn’t know 
Rudy had something more in the back of 
his mind. But in my confused state, | 
didn’t dare let myself think that he was 
trying to worm out of his promises to me. 
I had to have something to cling to. So 
the next few weeks, as I made up to Hen- 
ry, | kept telling myself that it was all for 
the best. That no one would get hurt; that 
soon Rudy and I would be together for 
always. 

Rudy had judged Henry’s secret feeling 
for me to the letter. By the time of the 
annual class picnic, I had him eating out 
of my hand. And Henry was no shrinking 
violet, once I broke through his shyness. 
He really fell in love with me. 

I was unhappy all through the outing 
because Rudy seemed to be taking great 
pains to pay no attention to me. But | 
resented the way he encouraged Henry 
and me to be together for every game, for 
everything that called for partners. 

Hurt and resentful, I let Henry talk me 
into taking a walk into the woods with 
him. And when we stopped to rest, I got 
a strange satisfaction from letting him 
kiss me. as if I were trying to make Rudy 
jealous. The only trouble was, I told 
myself ruefully, Rudy wasn’t watching, so 
it was all wasted. 

And then, so quickly that it seemed we 
were being trailed, Rudy and two other 
teachers burst into the clearing where 
Henry and I sat. “There they are!” Rudy 
shouted. He rushed up and pulled me out 
of Henry’s arms. “This is a rotten thing 
to do, Ransome!” he yelled, “getting this 
girl out here alone and—.” He turned to 
the others. “Well, you saw what they were 
up to.” 


He took 
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It was several seconds before I recov- 
ered from the shock of Rudy’s strange be- 
havior and foul implications. 

“We haven’t done anything!” I cried. 

Both Henry and I tried to explain, but 
the old maid teacher and the elderly his- 
tory instructor he had brought along. were 
only too eager to think the worst. They 
brushed aside our words as lies and threat- 
ened to have us both thrown out of school. 

I can’t tell you what violent emotions 
flooded through me as Henry and I shrank 
against one another, facing their accusing 
eyes. I realized I had been tricked. But 
why? I had agreed to follow Rudy’s in- 
structions and had gone through with 
Why had he turned on me? 

And suddenly. anger flared up in me 
and burned white-hot in my brain. I 
wanted to strike back at Rudy, some way. 
any way. 

“You needn’t be standing there with 
your mouths hanging open,” I shrilled at 
them. “This isn’t what you think. Henry’s 
just asked me to marry him—and I agreed. 
Youre all invited—right after gradua- 
tion!” 

I held my breath, afraid that Henry 
would ruin it all. I had to kiss him in a 
hurry to wipe off the look of surprise and 
the protest I feared he would utter. 

But, miracles of miracles, when the kiss 
was done, it appeared that Henry was go- 
ing to like the idea. 

“In all the books I’ve read,” he said, 
quietly, “the boy does the proposing—and 
to the girl, first, before telling the world.” 

I squeezed his arm. “You can do that 
later, Henry, dear.” 


O TELL THE truth, marrying Henry 

was not as easy as my bold statement. 
There were more problems than I ever 
hope to face again. First, there was talk 
of not letting me graduate from school, 
but that fell through because the faculty 
was afraid of the publicity that might fol- 
low. 

Then, my parents almost went wild at 
the news of what had happened and of my 
brazen announcement. The kids all gave 
me a wide berth. too. And, finally, there 
was Henry and his plans. Yet, he loved 
me, more than either he or I knew and, as 
it turned out, he was not as eager for 
college as I had believed. 

I should say, too. that Henry’s parents, 
both of whom had married young, were 
in our corner. We were married—I in my 
graduation gown—by the disapproving 
pastor of our church. 

Almost immediately following the cere- 
mony, on my suggestion and with some 
financial help from Henry’s father, we 
moved to Fredericksburg where Henry 
soon had a job in a cellophane paper mill. 
The money was good. He found a little 
home for us. By the time little Larry was 
born, Henry was well settled in his groove 
as a husband. 

During the next school year, Rudy real- 
ly got himself in dutch. Almost simul- 
taneously, his wife sued him for divorce 
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in Washington, and the juicy details of his 
past life, with emphasis on his fondness 
for high school girls made headlines, and 
he was caught in an embarrassing position 
with a Port Royal girl by the school prin- 
cipal. He was fired. 

When I heard that, I naturally began to 
fear that he would some day come to visit 
me. Nothing had turned out as he had 
planned. I wondered what his next move 
would be. I learned, bit by bit, that he 
began drinking heavily after he was fired 
and drifted into bad company. And then 
he showed up again. 

Henry came home from work to find me 
sitting right where Ella had left me. He 
burst into the house. “Ruthie, are you 
all right?” he asked. “Ella stopped me 
and gave me some wild story about Larry 
and about some man who was here.” 

“TI don’t know,” I lied. “He came here 

I thought he was a salesman. He started 
acting strangely, so I begged him to leave. 
[ gave him money—all there was in the 
house. I asked Ella to take Larry because 
I was afraid he might come back.” 

Henry took me in his arms and com- 
forted me. And feeling his nearness, the 
lies I told were nothing. I couldn’t tell 
him the truth. Not then, when Rudy might 
return and take away everything I loved 
and held dear. Having Henry’s love and 
affection was worth all the lies in the 
world, I told myself. Nothing in the world 
would ever make me voluntarily give up 
my home and my family! 


Of course, for the next month I lived 
in torment. 
my heart sank to my stomach, and each 
stranger that passed the house sent a 
shiver of fear into me. My conscience be- 
gan to nag me. I became nervous and 
irritable because the pressure of trying to 
keep my secret was weighing me down. 

Then one day I got a letter from Rudy. 
It bore a San Francisco APO number. It 
wasn’t a long letter and all I remember 
of it is the last few lines: 


I know I can’t undo all the wrongs 
ve committed, but maybe out here 
I can try. Ever since that day I left 
your house I’ve been trying to prove 
something to myself—that I was good 
for something. The latest rumor is 
that we’re shipping to Korea. Who 
knows? Anyway, say hello to Henry 
for me—and to your son. 


The weight of the world slipped from 
my heart as I tore the letter to bits. My 
secret was safe! 

And that’s my story—except that a few 
months later, Rudolph Tucker, Pfc., was 
listed among the U.N. casualties. That 
night, when Henry came home, I showed 
him the item in the weekly newspaper. He 
appeared stunned. 

“That’s too bad,” he said gravely. “I’m 
real sorry to hear it. Tucker tried to pull 
a trick on us, but I never really thought 


he was such a bad guy.” THE END 





Child Care 
(Continued from Page 43) 


tarded child will rely on parents, mother 
especially, and will pattern itself after 
them. He should be treated as an indi- 
vidual, with definite character and abili- 
ties; and, like normal children, he will be 
susceptible to praise and will strive to im- 
prove when he knows that he has gained 
favor. And, all demands, all training, 
should be geared to the child’s mental, 
not his calendar, age. 

Recently a mother whose first child was 
brilliant and whose second was mentally 
retarded explained how she solved her 
problem. 


“The doctor couldn’t even be sure my 
child would walk,” the mother said, “but 
I vowed she would. I kept encouraging 
her to take a step, pressing against her 
legs, pushing her gently forward. She 
walked at 18 months. 

“There were many dark days, but each 
time I despaired, I consciously searched 
for some good quality in my child. She 
was sweet, loving, and sunny from birth.” 

Another mother explained, “Our main 
hurdle is to learn to love the mentally re- 
tarded child even if he is different. Of 
course, it’s a shock to realize that your 
child will never grow up mentally, but you 
learn to take it.” 





Your Handwriting 
(Continued from Page 14) 


to let her lines and words descend. The 
fact that she placed the address low on 
the envelope when there was plenty of 
available, gives her writing a 
pressed-to-earth appearance. This shows 
that she clings to the material and practi- 
cal side of her social relationship and is 
easily depressed by practical difficulties. 
These few examples were given to dem- 
onstrate that the mere writing of an ad- 
dress allows for many variations, all of 
which have their significance. An envelope 
will tell less about the individual than a 
letter but it has a certain importance in 
shedding light upon an individual’s per- 
sonality. 
70 


space 


If you are concerned about yourself, 
why not begin now to make up your mind 
as to what you want of life? What are the 
essential requirements of your particular 
basic nature? What are the inner weak- 
nesses that may prevent you from realizing 
your ambition? 

These are vital questions that you must 
answer and a knowledge of your hand- 
writing can help you to become success- 
ful, and, what is perhaps even more im- 
portant, happy in your success. 

A handwriting analysis is now available 
to those who desire this service. Send a 
self-addressed, stamped envelope, and re- 
ceive a folder outlining the types of analy- 
sis and the fee. Write Helen Sides, TAN. 
1820 S. Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16. 


Every time the doorbell rang, 


Biggest 
Heel In 
The World 


(Continued from Page 34) 
DRAGGED ON my cigarette doing 


some fast thinking. “I see your point.” 
I told her. “Not only would the colored 
truck drivers have a decent place to eat 
and gas up, but you’d be making a darn 
good living.” 
“That’s the general idea,” she said, 
“You'll need a man around here.” 


“I know. At first, I thought Johnny 
would—” She pressed her lips tight to. 


gether. “But I’m going to do it anyway, 
even if I have to do it alone.” she said 
determinedly. 

I had to admire her spunk. “I know a 
little about mechanics,” I said. “Maybe 
we can make a deal?” 

“A deal?” 

“Sure. A lot needs to be done to that 
gas station. I'll run it for you and you 
find me a place to stay. If it goes, I'l] 
take a cut from the profits. Okay?” 

I held out my hand. She took it. “Okay, 
Jerry!” 

I didn’t know what I was letting myself 
in for. More than once that first week | 
felt like climbing into my car and moving 
on. Jo’s father was no help at all be 
cause he was still crippled from the rail- 
road accident. and Buddy, her 12-year-old 
brother, was willing but too young to do 
any really hard work. 

There was a small room off the kitchen 
of the diner which Jo turned over to me, 
and for a solid week I crawled into the 
bed there and dropped off to sleep the 
second my head hit the pillow. 

I cleared all the rubbish from the drive- 
way, painted the garage and put up a big 
sign: MECHANIC ON DUTY. Right 
away, business picked up and I made a 
few bucks for myself doing repair work. 
A gasoline company, rival of the one that 
supplied Mike’s place down the road, in- 
stalled new gas pumps and gradually the 
place began to look attractive enough 
to pull in tourists in addition to the 
truckers who made it a regular stop. 

At first, I couldn’t watch the cars 
streaming past on the highway without 
getting itchy feet, but I kept reminding 
myself that it was only for six months. 
After that, I could go back to the city 
and work for Oscar again. 

After I'd been there a while, Johnny 
stopped coming around to see Jo. “Guess 
he knows he doesn’t stand a chance with 
you here,” Buddy remarked one day 4 
he was helping me touch up the sign on 
the side of the diner. 

I stepped back to examine my handi- 
work. There was a big “J,” forming the 
first letter of the words, Jo’s Juke Joint. 
Satisfied, I said to Buddy, “What makes 
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you say that, Buddy? Has—has Jo said 
anything about me?” 

He grinned impishly. “She doesn’t have 
to! I can just look at her and tell. She’s 
like all the other girls—they get a goofy 
look on their face when they’re in love.” 

I didn’t say anything. Id kept strictly 
away from Jo since I'd been there. [Id 
made up my mind I didn’t want any com- 
plications. When my six months were up, 
I'd cut out, leaving nothing behind but a 
gas station and highway diner that would 
bring in a decent living for a swell kid, 
her old man and her brother. 

So, outside of taking in a show together 
and sometimes going for a drive in my 
car, there was nothing between Jo and me. 

Don’t get me wrong. I hadn’t suddenly 
gotten religion. But Jo was so different 
from the women I’d been used to—fresh 
and wholesome, as they say in the books— 
that for me to make love to her would have 
been like playing around with a grade- 
school girl. 

And as for my honesty, which Jo and 
everybody else seemed to take for granted 
—well, I guess they were such good people 
themselves they couldn’t imagine anyone 
else being a heel. It’s a funny thing, but 
stealing never entered my mind—until the 
temptation suddenly popped up. 

As I stood looking down at the money 
in my hand, I knew that this was it. I had 
the dough—the urge to move on had been 
growing in me for the past few weeks. 
That very morning, in fact, it had hit me 
so hard I couldn’t work for listening to the 
throb of motors and the whirr of wheels 
out on the highway. 

It had been right after breakfast, just 
afew hours before Jo had called me in 
to hand over those 500 lovely bills. Buddy 
had just serviced a car and came over to 
where I was cleaning spark plugs. 

“Say, Jerry,” he said, “when you gonna 
let me do an oil change? I can do it, 
honest.” 

“Say, I’m beginning to think you really 
want to be a mechanic,” I laughed. 

“I sure do—just like you,” 
ously. “I want to learn everything you 
know about cars.” 

“Everything?” I wiped my hands on a 
rag. “I don’t think I'll be around that 
long, kid.” 

His face fell. 
then.” 

“Right about what?” 

“Well—he’s always tellin’ Jo that you'll 
take off any day. He says you're a guy 
with travelin’ feet.” 

The old man was sharper than I thought. 
I didn’t say — and Buddy said ac- 
cusingly, “Then, it’s true?” 

“Look, kid,” I told him, “only an oyster 
stays in one spot all his life, and what 
happens? He winds up in the stew! A 
man’s got to move around—do things.” 

“I guess you could do better in the 
city, hunh, Jerry?” 

I pounded my fist into my palm. “Ill 
say I could! Why, I’ve got an idea for a 


he said seri- 


“T guess Dad was right, 


racket that'll make a million! If I just 
had some dough—” 

Buddy laid a hand on my arm. “Every 
week I’ve been saving half of what Jo 
gives me. It’s not much, Jerry, but—” 

“Crazy kid!” I rubbed my fist against 
his jaw. “No, thanks, just the same. I’m 
talking about big dough—two or three 
hundred bucks.” 

Buddy kicked at the gravel. 

“Yeah?” 

“Oil change on the next car that comes 
in?” 

I threw my rag at him. “You’re a pest, 
you know that, don’t you?” 

“Gee, thanks, Jerry!” he grinned. 

That was when Jo called me into the 
diner. She had the dough spread out on 
the counter. “Hey, put that stuff away!” 
I yelled. “I’ve known guys who'd slit your 
throat for half that much dough.” 

Jo tossed her shiny curls and pouted. 
“Now don’t you go spoiling things by be- 
ing so—so practical, Jerry! This is a big 
day for me and I want to enjoy it. I think 
I deserve that much.” 

I smiled. “Sure you do. 
everything you can get.” 

She gazed at me for a long moment and 
I felt my ears burn. “Do I, Jerry?” 

I laughed. “Sure you do, but I don’t 
believe in tempting Fate. Suppose some- 
body walked in here right now?” 

“You know as well as I do that the high- 
way is practically deserted on Mondays,” 
“Besides, this isn’t money you 


“Jerry—?” 


You deserve 


she said. 
ee here.” 

“You could have fooled me!” 

Jo laughed. She did it so charmingly 
that it made you feel good just to hear her. 
“What I mean is—these are magic keys, 
all 500 of them. They’re going to unlock 
the door to all my dreams.” 

My heart skipped a beat or two. 
going to buy the place?” 

She nodded proudly. “Mr. Merlin prom- 
ised he’d give me first chance to buy the 
gas station since I’ve been renting it all 
along. Well—this is the down payment.” 

“Like I said, Jo. Good 
luck to you.” 

“Good luck to us,” 
don’t mind telling you there were times 
when I thought we wouldn’t make it. But 
we did, thanks to you.” 

She gathered up the money and held it 
out to me. “I want you to be the one to 
take it to Mr. Merlin.” 

“No!” My first reaction was not even to 
touch the money. But she shoved it into 
my hand, talking all the time about en- 
larging the place and getting a new neon 
sign and the other improvements she was 


“You’re 


you deserve it, 


she corrected. “I 


going to make. 

But I wasn’t listening. I was thinking 
how easy it would be to walk out of there 
—and keep going. 

I stuffed the money into my _ pocket. 
“What are you thinking, Jerry?” she 
asked. 

I started guiltily. “Nothing. 
—this calls for a celebration,” 


Just that 
I said with 
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it’s wonderful the way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 
acts chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE 
-NOT 


GOOD FOOD 


@ Here's the secret millions of folks have 
discovered about FEEN-A-MINT, the mod- 
ern chewing-gum laxative. Yes, here is 
why FEEN-A-MINT’s action is so wonder- 
fully different! 

Doctors say that many other laxatives 
start their ‘“flushing’”’ action too soon... 
right in the stomach where food is being 
digested. Large doses of such laxatives 
upset digestion, flush away nourishing 
food you need for health and energy. 
You feel weak, worn out. 

But gentle FEEN-A-MINT, taken as rec- 
ommended, works chiefly in the lower 
bowel where it removes mostly waste, not 
good food! You avoid that typical weak, 
tired, run-down feeling. Use FEEN-A-MINT 
and feel your “peppy,” energetic self — 
full of life! Get FEEN-A-MINT! Noincrease 
in price—still 25¢, 50¢ or only 10¢. 


if Feenamint 


“I was half crazy 
from torture and pain 
until Pazo gave relief?” 


says Mrs, A. M., Englewood, N. J. 


Itching of simple piles drive you mad? Is 
agonizing pain daily torture? Amazing 
Pazo* acts instantly to relieve such misery ! 
Soothes inflamed tissues. Lubricates hard- 
ened, dry parts. Helps heal cracking,reduce 
swelling, soreness. Don’t suffer needless 
agony from simple piles. Get Pazo, get real 
comfort, right away. Ask doctors about it. 
Suppository form—or tube with perfor- 
ated pile pipe for easy application. 
*Pazo Ointment and Suppositories® 
































AMAZING COLOR DISCOVERY 
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HAIR 


JET BLACK 
Without Dyeing 


Women! Men! Your gray hair wor- 
ries are over! If your hair is gray, 
faded, or dull-looking . .. GRAY: 
NE Hair Coloring can give it 
leaming, youthful jet black beauty! 
ot a dye, not a rinse—so safe, no 
tN skin test needed—hair can’t turn red. 
: Also in Dark Brown. SEND NO 
\. MONEY! Order GRAY-GONE Hair 
r  \ Coloring today! C.O.D. $1.50 (tax in- 
se cluded) plus postage, or send $1.50, 
we pay postage. Money-back guarantee. 
RONALD COMPANY, Dept. 8101 
6609 Cottage Grove Ave. Chicago 37, llinols 
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false heartiness. I went over to the juke 
box and slipped in a quarter. 

Jo came into my arms like a homing 
pigeon. She stayed in my arms after the 
music stopped. I smelled the sweetness of 
her hair, felt her in my arms, soft and 
warm. Her eyes were closed. Her lips 
moved slightly. “Jerry—” she breathed. 
She opened her eyes and they were shin- 
ing like twin stars. There was no mistak- 
ing what they were saying. 

I bent my head until our lips almost 
touched—then I thrust her away. Don’t 
mix business with pleasure, I told myself 
savagely. I had the dough in my pocket 
and that was all that mattered. No point 
in letting things get messy. But under- 
neath my hardness I knew the truth—I 
was afraid to kiss her, afraid of what it 
might do to me. 

So I said lightly, “Say, I’d better get 
going. We don’t want to keep Merlin 
waiting for his money.” To avoid the hurt 
look in Jo’s eyes, I turned and went to the 
cigarette counter and took down a pack of 
Chesterfields. “Where are the matches?” 
I asked, still without looking around. 

“They’re—under the counter. A 
carton just came in today,” Jo said in a 
tight voice. 

I got the matches and headed for the 
door. “Hurry back, Jerry,” Jo said. 

I paused with my hand on the screen 
door. “Yeah—I’ll do that little thing,” I 
said. 

I stepped outside. I didn’t see him at 
first. Just the car with the hood up and 
Buddy busy checking the oil. Then the 
driver climbed out. I saw his face. It 
was Oscar! 

He saw me at the same time. but he 
played it cool. He strolled over to me 
casually. “It’s been a long time. kid,” he 
said, 

“Yeah.” 

He shifted the cigar between his teeth 
and looked around. “Not a bad place 
to lay low. You been here all the time?” 

“Yeah,” I answered. 

He laughed mirthlessly. “We musta 
took the same road outta town.” 


new 


UDDENLY, I wanted him far away 

from there. I didn’t want him to go 
near the diner or to see Jo. So I walked 
toward the highway. Oscar put out a 
hand and stopped me. 

“Let’s find a better spot than this. I 
ain’t exactly anxious to be seen,” he 
growled. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked. “You didn’t 
—no, you didn’t come here to get me be- 
cause you didn’t know where I was. Or 
did you?” 

“Naw, Jerry. How would I know? 
Y’see, I stuck around until the heat went 
off and started up my wheels again. A 
little while ago, the syndicate decided to 
move in. Well, there was a little trouble, 
so I decided to take a trip.” 

My heart was in my mouth. 
not hot, are you?” 

Oscar spat viciously. 


“You're 


“Hotter than a 


two-dollar pistol!” His evil eyes glittered, 
“T had to have dough for expenses, so just 
before I left town, I picked some up.” 

He turned and started for the diner, 
“Think Tl get rid of these miss-meal 
cramps,” he said over his shoulder. “] 
left in such a hurry, I didn’t get a chance 
to eat.” 

I caught up with him. “Maybe you'd 
better keep going, Oscar. The cops might 
be closing in.” 

“T ain’t gonna stay long,” he told me. 
“Besides, I'll be through by the time the 
kid changes the oil in the car.” 

There was nothing for me to do except 
follow him inside. He took a booth and 
when Jo came out of the kitchen, he said 
to me, “Now I see why you were so 
anxious to get rid of me. Who's the 
chick?” 

“Her? 
me,” I lied. 
about Jo. 

He chuckled. “I guess you didn’t mind 
this vacation at all, did you, Jerry? Not 
with something as fine as that around!” 

He ordered and then asked me, “What’s 
the deal here, kid?” 

I laughed uneasily. 
Oscar. I’ve been on the legit. 

“That'll be the day!” 

“No, on the level. I’ve been straight,” 
I insisted. “Keeping regular hours, work- 
ing at something I like.” 

He grunted. “A slug between the eye'll 
get you the same results, and you don't 
suffer so long.” 

I didn’t say anything. Oscar ran a 
practiced eye around the place and lit on 
the cash register. “They keep much cash 
in there?” he asked. 

“Why?” 

He raised his eyebrows. “What d’you 
think? This trip is costing me plenty. | 
can use every cent I can get my hands on.” 

For a moment I wavered. I considered 
telling him about the dough I had and 
joining him on that trip. Then I remen- 
bered how much it meant to Jo, how hard 
we'd worked together. But the money was 
burning against my hip. It was a lot of 
dough. I might never get another chance. 
Besides, I was fed up with life in the coun- 
try. It would be good to get back to the 
bright lights again. 

“Got a light?” 

Oscar puffed on his unlit cigar. “Sure,” 
I said and fished around until I found the 
book of matches I had. I struck a match. 

“Thanks.” he said. “I’m travelin’ fast 
and light, Jerry, but I got room for a 
passenger.” 

My fingers toyed with the match book 
and I tried to collect my thoughts. Then 
my eye fell on the cover of the book of 
matches. I nearly went through my seat. 
Printed on the cover was a big “J” and 
the ad on the cover read: Jerry & Jo's 
Juke Joint, open 24 hours. You'll always 
find one of us there. 

Jerry and Jo— I suddenly realized that 
this was one of the changes Jo was going 
She’d planned it as a surprise. 


She just works here, same as 
No point in giving him ideas 


“Nothing like that, 
Honest.” 


to make. 
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And what a surprise! The two of us, 
partners. 

I shook my head. “Sorry, Oscar. I 
think I'll hang around here for a while.” 

“It’s your funeral,” he said shortly. 

It was Jo herself who spoiled it all. She 
brought in Oscar’s order, then turned to 
“Don’t you think you'd bet- 
Mr. Merlin expects 


me and said, 
ter get going, Jerry? 
that $500 today.” 

I tried frantically to signal her, but Os- 


car wasn’t dumb. He got it right away. 


“['m surprised at you, Jerry,” he said 
softly. “Holding out on your pal like 
that.” 

I started to get up. That’s when he 


“Sit still and you won't 


pulled his gun. 
he said to Jo, 


get hurt! And you, baby,” 
“be a good girl and get me that cash from 
the register.” 

But Jo was staring at me with shocked 
and “You—you’re a 
friend of his, 

I could only 
Moving in a daze, she did as Oscar 
her. When came back, sheer 
tempt blazed in her eyes as she handed 


unbelieving 
Jerry?” 
stare at her 


eyes. 
she faltered. 
helplessly. 
told 
she con- 
over the money. 

“Now you,” Oscar ordered. 

I tried to stare him down, 
didn’t falter and his finger never left the 
trigger _of the held. Slowly I 
reached into my pocket and took out the 
money. He snatched it out of my hand 
and put it into his pocket without count- 
ing it. “You see, I trust you more than 
you did me, Jerry, he said. “You 
were going to let me leave without sayin’ 
a word about all this loot. You were 
going to keep it all for yourself—” 

“That’s a lie!” I yelled. I turned to 
Jo, but she had one hand to her 
staring at me as if I were a stranger. 


but his eyes 


gun he 


boy,” 


mouth, 


“Tt's—it’s not true. Is it, Jerry?” she 
avked. 
“Sure it is, baby,” Oscar cut in. “You 


can tell by lookin’ at him he was gonna 


con you oughta the dough. The only 
difference is, I’ve got it now instead of 


your boy friend here.” 

“It'll be worth every cent if you take 
him with you when you leave!” Jo cried. 
“I never want to see him again!” 

Oscar bared his teeth in an evil grin. 
‘Td like to accommodate you, baby, but 
it’s no dice. He’s all yours.” 

“Jo—listen to me.” 
I thought about taking the money, 
well, when I thought about how much all 


I begged. “It’s true 


but— 


this means to you, I couldn’t do it. Then 
I saw the book of matches—” 
She laughed bitterly. “That was the 


biggest mistake I ever made! I guess I 
knew all along that you weren’t the type 
to settle down. But I tried to make myself 
believe it. I don’t know how I could pos- 
sibly think I was in love with you!” The 
contempt in her voice cut through me like 
a jagged knife. 

Oscar moved toward the wall phone. “I'd 


like to stay and hear more, but when you 
gotta go, you gotta go,” he said. 

I edged closer to him, desperately trying 
to figure a way out. All I could think of 
was to do something—anything—to prove 
to Jo that I knew now that I loved her. 
Oscar jerked the wires from the phone 
and at that moment I made a dive for him. 
I saw his arm flash up, then down. Some- 
thing crashed against my head. 

It was a glancing blow, but enough to 


stun me. When my head cleared I was 


lying on the floor and the sound of a 
racing motor was fading down the high- 
way. Jo was on her knees beside me, 


crying softly. “Darling—are you all right?” 


she sobbed. 
feet. “Got to 


“Got to get your 


I struggled to stop 


I said brokenly. 


my 
him,” 
money back.” 


“No, Jerry! He 


might hurt you next 


time.” She threw her arms around me. 
“T don’t care about the money as long as 
youre safe.” 


I saw the phone dangling from the wires 
was no way to catch him. 
away time I made 
s place and my old Chev- 
overtake Buick. 
stool and laid my aching 


Jo—it’s 


and I saw there 
He’d be too far 
it down to Mike’ 


vie would never 


by the 


his new 
I slumped on a 
head on the counter. 
all my fault,” I said. 

Just then Buddy came in, his coveralls 
all covered with dirt and grease. Jo flew Ww 
to him. “Buddy! Did he hurt you too? 

Buddy shook his head, 
Slowly he walked over 
“Jerry—I don’t think I want to 
be a mechanic, after all.” 

“Don’t let it get you down if he roughed 
you up, Buddy,” I said, putting an arm 
around his shoulder. 

“He didn’t hurt me when he pushed me 
down,” the “But after he jumped 
in the car and drove away, I found this.” 

He held out his hand. “What is it?” Jo 
asked. 

I looked. He 
plug to the crankcase. “I- 
put it back in, 

“You mean, 
here?” I demanded. 

His lips trembled. “I didn’t know it 
until he pulled away. Jerry, honest, I 
didn’t! Then I saw all the new oil I put 
in—drained out on the ground.” 

I slapped my palm against my forehead. 
driving that car without 
will freeze up on him 


“I'm sorry, 


but he seemed on 
the verge of tears. 


to me. 


kid said. 


the drain 
I forgot to 
he said. 


was holding 
Jerry,” 
on that car that just left 


“Then Oscar’s 
oil! That 
before he gets a mile away!” 

“Oh, Jerry! That 
means they'll catch him. When his car 
breaks down, he'll have no way of escape.” 
I said happily. 


motor 


Jo grabbed me. 


“That’s right, darling,” 

“Jerry—it will be Jerry and Jo, won't 
it?” she asked. 

She took my head in her arms. 
lips were soft and sweet against mine and 
I knew that until that kiss, I had never 


really lived. THE END 


Her 





Don’t be discouraged when your skin 
is broken out with ugly pimples or 
blackheads or a blotchy rash. You can 
do something about it when your com- 
plexion is troubled that way by surface 
skin germs. Thousands have proved it! 
They know the wonders worked by 
Palmer’s ‘SKIN-SUCCESS’ SOAP: 


1. The deep-acting medicated 
foam eases the annoying irritation 
like magic. Your skin begins to 
feel better right away; 

2. It gets down to the pores and 
helps remove those surface skin 
germs that so often grow and 
aggravate the infection; 

3. The remarkable “‘revitalizing”’ 
action conditions and peps up 
skin to feel fresh and so alive; 
4. Your skin becomes sweeter, nicer 
to be near when the bacteria that 
cause ugly odors are swept away. 


‘SKIN-SUCCESS’ SOAP can do so much to 
help your poor skin because it is en- 
riched with skin-prescription medical 
ingredients. Discover the glorious 
complexion secret of happy thousands! 
Use gentle ‘SKIN-SUCCESS’ SOAP daily 
and see what a wonderful difference it 
may make in a short time. Only 25c. 
Fine for bath and shampoo, too! 


Depend on ‘SKIN-SUCCESS’ OINTMENT 
for fast, blessed relief when attacked by 
the stubborn, itching misery of eczema, 
ringworm or other skin trouble. 











ointment PALMER'S ana soap 





WORK — FOR THE 
Op eR 
— Mm: 
raul Nor i, 
== 


elie SATO 
GOV ERNMENT 
START AS HIGH AS 
$3,795.00 A YEAR 


Veterans Get Special Preference 


MEN—WOMEN a "FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 






[i city 
CARRIERS 





Railway Mail Clerks; / Dept. X-51 
Postoffice Clerks, Car- ROCHESTER 4. N. Y. 
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Typists; Meat inspec- Gentlemen: Rush to me, 
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PREPARE 2 Government jobs. Send FREE 
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QUEEN Seoreme 


... for 3 generations, 
beautiful women everywhere have 
used QUEEN hair dressing 
to protect their hair and keep 
it looking lovelier longer. 
Queen Supreme is white, light 
and delicately perfumed. 
It contains a light, rich oil that 
leaves your hair soft, lustrous 
and easier to style... you 
can wear your hair anyway 
you like! Try it today...On 
sale at every good drug store 
—or order direct from Newbro 
Mfg. Co., Atlanta, Ga. 
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Unwed 
Father 


(Continued from Page 29) 


foot inside a war plant. Dad was one of 
them. 

He never got over it. He took various 
jobs around the city and would take off 
one day each week to make the rounds of 
the mills and factories. He never made 
it. And by the time the war ended, Dad 
was completely crushed. He knew he'd 
never get another chance. 

It was then that he pinned all his hopes 
and dreams on me. I remember the day 
I was graduated from grade school. Dad 
and I walked along together after we left 
the graduation ceremony. As usual. Mom 
and the girls followed along behind us. I 
thought it a little strange that he should 
be taking the long way home, until we 
passed the main gate of Miller Steel. 

Dad stopped and gazed up at the thick 
black smoke billowing from the towering 
chimneys. He squeezed my hand in his 
big fist. “Well, Jimmy. boy,” he said with 
a gruff tenderness in his voice, “I ain’t got 
much to give you today. But—well, I’ve 
got something to give you that will be 
better than all the presents those other 
kids got rolled into one.” 

“Better than the pocket watch Dave 
Miller got?” I asked eagerly. 

“Yep. Better’n that. Some day you're 
going to work in that plant, son, on a good 
job, makin’ more money than I ever made 
in my life!” 

I learned later that Dad had made it a 
point to get to know some of the plant 
officials. Through the years. he had 
worked in their gardens, driven their cars, 
done odd jobs around their homes. When 
I was graduated from high school I got a 
job in the plant as easily as if I'd had an 
engineering degree. 

Maybe it’s hard to understand why get- 
ting a job in the mills should be something 
to look forward to as eagerly as enrolling 
in college, or maybe setting up in busi- 
ness. Well, in a steel town it’s practically 
the same thing. Some of the young men 
go to college. others join the Army. But 
the vast majority follow in their fathers’ 
footsteps and go into the mills. 

The work is steady. the pay is good. Be- 
sides, it’s the custom, just the same as in 
a mining town or a fishing town or on a 
farm. Anyway, the day I started, Mom 
fixed me a special lunch and the family 
saw me off to work with the same excite- 
ment as if I were going to take over the 
vice-president’s job. 

But it was after the end of my firsi week 
that the real celebration was held. I came 
home that Friday evening with $65 in my 
pocket—more money than I’d ever before 
seen at one time. Mom cooked a special 





dinner and it was just like a party. After 
the meal was over, I slipped each of my 
sisters a dollar and was just about to turn 
over the rest to Mom. 

“Jimmy!” Dad’s stern voice called me 
out of the kitchen and I went into the 
living room. “Close the door,” he said. 

I did so and sat down beside him. Dad 
wasn’t much with words, but in his gruff 
way he told me how proud he was and 
how happy he was that he had at least one 
son to make him happy. “About that 
money—” 

“It’s more than I expected,” I laughed. 
“Wednesday was a holiday so this 65 bucks 
includes time-and-a-half.” 


i GLANCED at the shabby furniture. the 

worn rug. “Now we'll be able to get 
the house fixed up like Mom’s always 
wanted.” I hesitated. “I was going to 
turn this money over to her—but if you 
want to handle it—” 

He shook his head. “I don’t want a 
penny of it, son. But there’s plenty of time 
to spend your money on others. I want 
you to have your first week’s pay.” 

That was how it started. The next day | 
went out for a walk with my new wealth 
nestling in my pocket. I bought a few 
knick-knacks for Mom, but it was all too 
new to me for me to do any splurging. | 
was on my way home when I ran into a 
couple of fellows who worked in the same 
department as I. Sam was about my age, 
and Cass was quite a bit older. 

“Hello, Jim,” Sam called out. 

Cass walked up to me and said, “Hey, 
man, how’re you stickin’?” 

Sam grabbed his arm and pulled him 
back. “Take it easy, Cass. The man just 
made his first week and you want to bor- 
row some money the first shot out of the 
box.” 

“It ain’t gonna hurt him to loan me a 
couple of dead presidents,” Cass said casu- 
ally, “especially since I was gonna buy 
him a little taste.” 

“Gee, thanks, Cass,” I said. “The guys 
in the department have been swell to me.” 

“We're glad to have you with us,” Sam 
told me. “And [ll buy you a drink my- 
self.” We headed toward a neighborhood 
bar. “You'll find out that this joker will 
buy you a drink anytime—with your 
money,” he added, pointing to Cass. 

Cass took it good-naturedly, even brag- 
ging about his talent for borrowing money 
even though he rarely paid it back. Sam 
ordered a round of drinks, then another. 
The liquor lay warm in my stomach and 
I felt a glow of friendship and a pride in 
being one of the gang. 

“I hate to buy drinks one at a time.” 
Cass drawled. “Let’s chip in and get a jug 
and get down to some real drinking.” 

“T’ll buy a bottle,” I volunteered, “but | 
know when I’ve had enough. That Iast 
drink was it!” 

Cass draped an arm around my shoul- 
der. “Jim, there’s three things a steel man 
can do.” he began confidentially. “Work, 
drink, and—” 
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“Forget it, Cass. Throw it outta your 
mind!” Sam said sternly. “You're not go- 
jng to get this kid mixed up with those 
no-good women you run around with.” 

“Kid? Who’s a kid?” I demanded. “I’m 
just as old as you are,” I said to Sam. 
“And I’m old enough to do what I want 
with my money.” I dug into my pocket 
and pulled out two fives. “Here, Cass. 
Now you can put me on your chump list!” 

Cass himself laughed the loudest at my 
joke. “But seriously, Cass.” I asked. “why 
js it you stay so broke? As long as you've 
been at the plant, you must be making the 
top rate.” 

“Those kids of his,” Sam laughed. “How 
many you got now?” 

“Still the same—just three.” 

“] didn’t know you were married,” I 
said. 

Cass snorted. “Who said anything about 
being married? Sure. I got three little 
crumb-crushers, cutest kids, even if I do 
say so. But I wouldn’t take papers out on 
no woman on a bet!” 

“Another one of his screwy ideas.” ex- 
plained Sam, seeing my baffled look. “Cass 
isa regular lady killer, but sometimes his 
playing around backfires on him. The girl 
names him as the father and then he’s 
stuck for the support of the kid.” 

Cass looked glum. “I keep promisin’ 
myself I’ll get out of the state, but I like 
this town too much to leave.” 

“It seems to me it'd be cheaper to go 
ahead and get married,” I told Cass. 

“You can’t marry three different wom- 
en!” he declared. “That’s bigamy—or 
trigamy. Besides, | like my freedom.” 

Having finally reached the topic of 
women, the conversation continued along 
the same lines. Finally, Sam suggested, 
“How about runnin’ with me tonight, Jim? 
My chick can fix you up with a date.” 

“Sure, why not?” I felt good. 

I went home to dress and was ready half 
an hour before Sam rolled up in his 1948 
Plymouth. I still felt a warm glow from 
the drinks earlier and the anticipation of 
my first real date made my heart do 
mambo beat. Somehow, I had a premoni- 
tion that this would be different from the 
hoy-girl dates of my school days, and a lot 
more interesting. 

“Dig that sharp cat!” Sam said when he 
saw me. 

“Save that jive for the girls,” I laughed, 
climbing in beside him. “Let’s go.” 

I was feeling better and better. Sam’s 
girl had brought along her cousin for me, 
ashy kid with a pretty, heart-shaped face. 
She was tall, and I had a hunch that was 
the reason why she had the habit of hang- 
ing in the background. She didn’t want 
to appear more conspicuous than her 
height made her. Still, she had a nice 
figure, and since she was my girl for the 
evening, it wasn’t hard to be friendly to 
her, 

“That Marcella is a whole lot of 
woman!” Sam whispered to me as we fol- 
lowed them to a booth at the Paradise 


Club. 











ECAUSE IT KEEPS BREAKING 
AND SPLITTING AT ENDS. . 
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Look In Your Mirror... Run Your Fingers Through Your Hair 


When hair is so dry and brittle that pieces of hair actually 
break off and the ends split, do as eae of despairing 
women have done and use the amazing LONG AID FOR TH 
HAIR. Specially 1 ye - LANOLIN and other rich oils for 
this very purpose, LONG AID FOR THE HAIR works fast to 
relieve the terrible hair dryness and resulting brittleness that 
can give your hair an ugly, a shortened look and a skimpy, 
coarse hard feel. Don’t delay, re > Po pee breaking hair and 
dry splitting ends with LONG AID R THE HAIR to ea help 
normal growing hair remain LONG. SILKY and LOVE 


TRY FAMOUS LONG AID FOR THE HAIR! 
+7 YOU'LL SEE AND FEEL A THRILLING 

-% DIFFERENCE IN 3 DAYS OR MONEY BACK! 
=> 


Thousands of women praise LONG-AID—and so will you! Use 
amazing LONG AID FOR THE HAIR only 3 days. If you can't 
actually see and feel the beautiful difference in your hair, 
< YOUR MONEY BACK! Send only $1.00 plus 20c tax (total: $1.20) 
or for large jar of LONG AID FOR THE HAIR postpaid. Or send 
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The way he said it told me that I’d have 
to convince him that I was a real man. 
What was it Cass had said? Work, drink, 
and make love. Well, I’d show them! 

The more I drank, the more sure of my- 
self I was, and each time I looked at Mar- 
cella, the more desirable she seemed. Sam 
was carrying on with Josie, Marcella’s cou- 
sin, as if we weren’t there, so I took my 
cue from him. I guess I did all right be- 
Marcella was confiding that 
“But I wish you wouldn’t 
drink so much, Jimmy,” she pleaded. 

“Wha’s the matter?” I demanded. 
“Don’t think I’m man enough to hold my 
drinks?” 


cause soon 


she liked me. 


“It’s not that,” she said quickly. “We 
can have fun without—” 
“Maybe you just think I’m not man 


I said argumentatively. 


“No, I 


enough, period,” 
She gave me a nervous smile. 
think you're nice. I like you.” 


“How much?” I leaned over and tried 
to kiss her. 

“Please, Jimmy! Not here,” she pro- 
tested. But she wasn’t angry when she 
said it. 


little more 
Even later, 
re- 
the 


HE REST of that night is 

than a blur in my memory. 
when it was so important for me to 
member details, I could recall only 
vague outlines of where we went and what 
we did. I do remember leaving the Para- 
dise Club and driving someplace in Sam’s 
car. 

There was a lapse in time and the next 
thing I knew Sam was shoving me into the 
car. “Man, you had yourself a ball 
tonight!” he said. “Wait'll the fellows 
hear about it.” 

“Did all right, hunh?” I mumbled. I 
was higher than a Georgia pine. 

“You can say that again! And brother, 
man-sized hang- 


sure 


are you gonna have a 
over!” 

Sam was right. The next day I was 
miserable. But the real headache was to 


come almost a year later, long after I'd 
forgotten all about Marcella and that wild 
night. 

Meanwhile, the 
a repeat performance of the drunken cele- 
bration with Sam and the girls. For one 
thing, I began to give part of my pay to 
Mom to help out at home, so I didn’t have 
anything to spend recklessly. For another, 
I was actually frightened at being unable 
to remember what had happened while I 
was drunk. I tried to get Sam to tell me, 
but each time I'd ask, he’d just wink and 
grin knowingly. 

I had one more date with Marcella a 
week or so later, but sober, she didn’t look 
half as good as she had before and didn’t 
And when Sam was 
department short- 
touch with each 


weeks went by without 


appeal to me at all. 
transferred to another 
ly afterwards, we lost 
other. 

So I made new friends, not many, but a 
few fellows who liked an occasional quiet 
night out like I did. Then I met Shirley 
It was at one of those dances where a big 





name band from New York was playing 
and Mom wouldn’t let my sisters go un. 
less I went along. At first I said no. For 
a whole week the three oldest girls pes. 
tered me to change my mind until I final. 
ly had to give in just to get rid of them. 

I made up my mind in front that Iq 
have a dull time there. And when I en. 
tered the dance hall with my sisters and 
their young escorts, I was certain of it, 
The boys and girls weren’t that much 
younger than I, but I considered myself 
much too grown to jump around the floor 
the way I saw them doing. They were do. 
ing all sorts of strange new dance steps 
that made me feel a hundred years old. 

After a dance with each of my sisters, 
I was satisfied to spend the rest of the 
time watching the antics of the crowd, 
After a while, I grew bored and suggested 
to my sister, Ella, that it was time to go, 
“Oh, Jimmy, you’re always spoiling some. 
body’s fun!” she pouted. “If you’d just 
get up and dance, you'd have such a good 
time you'd want to stay.” 

doubt it,” I replied. “Besides, you 
couldn’t pay me to get out there with one 
of those bobby sox jitterbugs!” 

She danced off, but a moment later 
came back with a girl friend. It was 
Shirley. She was about 19, but seemed 
more mature and sensible than most of the 
other girls I'd seen that night. Ella coaxed 
me to have one dance with Shirley and by 
the time it was over, I knew I was hooked. 
She was not strikingly beautiful, but was 
very friendly, with a smile that made me 
melt inside. 

Shirley and I started going together, and 
before long, we became engaged. Then 
Dad died and I had to forget any ideas | 
had about leaving home and taking a wife. 
Shirley was very understanding when I ex- 
plained the situation to her, but at the 
same time I could tell how disappointed 
she was. 

“I know it’s tough on your family, dar- 
ling,” she said, “but it’s even tougher on 
us. How long do you think we'll have to 
wait?” 


“IT don’t know. Maybe a year,” I said 
miserably. 

“That’s a long time, Jimmy,” she said 
softly. 


“But you'll wait?” 

She didn’t answer for a moment, then 
turned her lips up to mine. “Yes, Jimmy. 
I'll wait.” 

It seems that after that, I wanted Shir- 
ley more than ever. I didn’t see how | 
could wait 12 long months before we 
could be together as man and wife. I guess 
it was hard on her, too. Seeing each other. 
dreaming of the future, then parting each 
night was almost unbearable. 





Gradually, things seemed to brighten 
for us. Two of my sisters got married and 


an uncle came to live at the house, which 











took a big financial load off me. The day 
I got a raise was the day I decided to tell 
Shirley that our long wait was over. But 
that was also the day I got the shed of 
my life. 
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When I got home, Mom said to me: 
“There’s someone waiting to see you.” 

“Yeah? Who is it?” 

“I don’t know,” she answered. “She 
looks to me like one of those ladies from 
some welfare agency—you know, kind of 
prune-faced and real polite.” 

I washed up at the kitchen sink, trying 
to imagine who it could be. “You ain’t 
done nothing wrong, have you, Jimmy 
boy?” Mom asked. 

“Of course not,” I laughed. But I was 
on my guard when I walked into the liv- 
ing room to see my visitor. 

Mom had described her to a T. She 
was sitting up straight and stiff on the 
new sofa I'd bought Mom and her eyes 
studied me shrewdly as I came in. “You're 
James Booth?” she asked. 

I nodded, and she said, “Do you know 
a girl named Marcella Price?” 

I took out a cigarette. “No. I—” 
Then I remembered. “Come to think of 
it, 1 did know her.” 

“And pretty well, according to her.” the 
woman snapped. 

“What do you mean? 
about?” 

“Marcella Price had a baby last week. 
She named you as the father.” 

I just sat there. She took an identifica- 
tion card from her purse and held it under 
my nose, but I couldn’t even see it. “I’m 
attached to the Domestic Relations Court,” 
she explained, “women’s and children’s 
division.” 

I got up and closed the living room 
door, then I said grimly, “Look, Miss— 
when I knew Marcella it was over a year 
ago—” 

“Nine months and two weeks,” 
in, 

“I only saw her a couple of times. Now 
you come here and accuse me of—” 

“Please don’t misunderstand. I’m not 
accusing you of anything, Mr. Booth,” she 
said in a more friendly tone. “When we 
get a case like this, naturally, we check 
the girl’s story. You do admit knowing 
her?” 

“Sure. I’ve got nothing to hide.” 

“How well? Intimately?” 


What’s this all 


she cut 


“I never touched her!” I hesitated. 
“That is, I don’t think so.” 
She frowned. “Come, now! This is a 


serious matter. You ought to know wheth- 
er or not you had relations with her.” 

“That’s just it. I don’t know.” I 
dragged on my cigarette. “Maybe it was 
some other fellow. She must have had 
other boy friends who—” 

“It’s you we are discussing, Mr. Booth,” 
she interrupted. “Miss Price says it was 
you and gave us the time and place.” 

I sank to a chair and tried to think. 
But my brain refused to function. “Well— 
suppose I deny it,” I faltered. “It’s only 
her word against mine.” 

“That’s true. But quite frankly, we try 
wherever possible to get the father to ad- 
mit paternity and thereby keep the mother 
and child from becoming wards of the 
county. Especially when the mother has 





no family and no means of support.” 
I stood up. “I’m sorry, but I don’t see 
how I can admit something I don’t know. 


It’s too bad about Marcella’s trouble, 
but—” 
She sighed. “Very well. You'll be 


hearing further from us,” she said as she 


left. 


DIDN’T sleep that night. The next day, 

instead of eating my lunch, I went to 
the rolling mill to find Sam. I told him 
what had happened. “Tough luck, Jimmy,” 
he said when I'd finished. 

“Is that all you’ve got to say?” I de- 
manded. “Aren’t you going to help me 
prove it isn’t true?” 

“How can I? I can’t swear to what did 
or didn’t happen that night. Don’t for- 
get, I was with Josie.” 

“That’s it! Marcella is Josie’s cousin. 
What a dope I was to think you'd help 
me.” 

He grabbed me by the shoulders. “Hey, 
take it easy! I’m on your side, Jimmy. 
Josie and I haven’t been going together 
for months now. My advice to you is see 
Cass. He’s the expert on this subject.” 

I didn’t get to see Cass until the next 


day. “So they got you, too,” he said when 
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I told him about it. 

“You could ask for a blood test,” Cass 
suggested. “That is, if you’re positive 
they got nothing on you.” 

Cass talked to me a long time that day, 
and Sam was right. He was an expert. I 
learned that if a court decided I was the 
father, I would be responsible for support 
of the child. 

“Your best bet,” Cass said, “is not to 
let it get to court. Make a deal with the 
girl and the agency and you'll get off a lot 
cheaper.” 

By the end of the week, I was frantic. 

I went to the agency and signed the 
papers they gave me and arranged to give 
$10 a week to Marcella for the baby. 
“We'd prefer marriage,” the woman told 
me, “but Miss Price feels she’d rather not 
see you. Of course, if you want to see 
the child—” 

I shook my head. “Just tell me one 
thing—is it a boy or girl?” 

“You have a son, Mr. Booth.” 

So instead of telling Shirley that we 
could get married since my raise had 
come through, I had to invent an excuse 
for putting it off again. That’s when I 
ied and told her that if she’d wait a while 





S 





Both Say... 








For Soft, Natural-looking 
Really STRAIGHT HAIR! 


Thousands of lovely ladies and handsome men 
who look like they have naturally straight hair 
hen you use 
egg Perma-Strate it’s your secret! Perma- 

trate is the original and world’s largest selling 
cream hair straightener. Over one million home 
treatments have already been sold! Gentle, thor- 
i absolutely harm- 
less for even a young child. At all drug stores. 
$2 plus tax. If druggist can’t supply order from 
Perma-Strate Co., 271 Vance Ave., Memphis, Tenn. 











Also use Hair Sheen by Perma-Strate, the amazing new hair conditioner. Helps to 
recondition dry, dull, brittle, breaking off, and splitting hair. 






































































“Support Your Arch in Style” 


WIDTHS C TO EEE 
SIZES 4 TO 12 






WE PAY POSTA 
WHEN You rage 
~o MONEY WITH. 
ORDER| 


EK 
= rig. 
lack a 2 teny 


J 
Bla. " Reg Kig 


Casy fi vege” id 
e 


q 
$ “ u On/ 
Oe 


WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 


SYD KUSHNER 


DEPT, 1-3 733 SOUTH ST. 
_PHILADELPHIA 47, PA. 















_— 's s ring, Masonic em- 
- red back in 
Davis tyellowgold —_ 
with 4 imitation 
SEND NO MONEY! 
size or 
ha man on delivery $3.8 
/ ‘ede and pos’ tage 
Guaranteed! Order PrODAYi 


CLARKRINGCO.,Dept. 1766 
2349 MILWAUKEE AY., CHICAGO 47 








Ladies! here’s big news 


SPARE TIME MONEY 


Just show charming Melville Frocks 
styles to friends. Gorgeous, latest 
dresses . . . big selection . . . low 
prices... designed for 

The American Woman 
No experience needed. 
Get expensive Style Kit at 
no cost to you. Sell newest 
styled dresses, lovely 
lingerie, children’s and 
men's wear. 

ACT NOW! If interested, 
send name, address, age, 
dress size TODAY to 


























Don’t envy other women. 
Don’t be embarrassed because 
of a flat or sagging bustline... 

Yes, YOU can be a Sweater 
Girl. Bring out those romantic 
curves that will make your bust 
line your beauty line. Arouse 
envy, admiration and approval. 

Jan of Hollywood has helped 
many women develop beautiful breasts. He has 
been so successful, and the demand for his course 
has been so great, that he has developed it for you 
to use in the privacy of your home. 

There is nothing internal to take, nothing else to 
buy. Two dollars will bring you the entire course. 
Complete satisfaction is guaranteed or your money 
promptly refunded. 

Send today for this special offer. Cash with order, 
we pay postage. Remember, the complete course 
only $2.00 


JAN OF HOLLYWOOD bepr.t 








P.O. Box 4852, Florence Branch, Los Angeles 1, Calif. 


oO 
O 


é 





longer I’d put aside money every week for 
our future home. 

A whole year passed and I wound up 
with not a cent in the bank. Now the 
big wage hike had been put into effect and 
Shirley knew about it and I was on the 
spot. If we went ahead and got married, 
she would be certain to find out that ten 
bucks was being drained out of the budget 
each week. 

I decided there was only one thing to do 
—the honest thing. I made up my mind 
to tell Shirley everything. I can no longer 
stand the secret fears or the lies necessary 
to keep it from her. I’ve set a deadline 


for myself and on that day I'll tell her, 

Whatever she decides. right now I’m 
paying in full for my one night of selfish 
pleasure. Not only is Marcella’s ruined 
life on my conscience, but the awfyl 
knowledge that I may be the father to a 
son I'll never know. Remembering the 
fierce pride my own father had for me is 
like a knife twisting in my vitals when | 
think that my son will grow up without 
my love and companionship. 

I know now that whatever the suffering 
of an unwed mother, the unwed father is 
cursed with some of the same. 


THE END 





Health 


(Continued from Page 45) 


call it what you may—an old fashioned 
stomach ache. colic. intestinal cramps. or 
something else. It may actually be one of 
several things such as gallstones. appen- 
dicitis, ruptured gastric ulcer. ectopic 
pregnancy. strangulated hernia, kidney 
stones. mucus colitis, acute enteritis. or 
other conditions. The pain in each of 
these diseases has its characteristics and 
the doctor uses it to help him determine 
which one it is. 

Therefore rule No. 1 is—in acute pain 
in the abdomen never take a drug to kill 
the pain until examined by a doctor. If 
a doctor cannot immediately and 
the pain is so severe that you think im- 
mediate medical attention is imperative. 
go to a hospital and let one of the house 
staff examine you. 

After he has made a record of the na- 
ture of the pain and made other observa- 
tions he will give you something to relieve 
it and either send you home or take you 
into the hospital for further treatment. 
Even though pain-killing drugs must not 
be taken 
temporary relief can sometimes be ob- 
tained by applying hot stupes to the ab- 


come 


until you are seen by a doctor 


domen. 

This is done in the following way: Take 
a large turkish towel and soak it in a 
basin of hot water to which two or three 
teaspoonsful of turpentine have been 
added. Wring out the towel and spread 
it over the skin of the abdomen. Extreme 
care should be taken not to have the towel 
too hot or else the skin will be scalded. 
Cover the towel with newspapers to pre- 
vent rapid loss of heat. Change the towels 
as they cool. 

Many forms of abdominal pain are due 
to some disease of the intestines where 
there is a threat of rupture and subse- 
quent highly fatal peritonitis. This is par- 
ticularly true when the pain is due to ap- 
pendicitis. 

In such instances 
be kept as motionless as possible. To this 
end, food should be withheld and, above 
all, no cathartics or enemas should be tak- 
en because these cause violent intestinal 


the intestines should 


contractions. Therefore, rule No. 2—in 
acute abdominal pain, never take a cathar. 
tic or eat solid food until advised to do so 
by a doctor. 

Many medical emergencies are due to 
accidents. As in pain, it is just as im. 
portant here to know what not to do until 
the doctor comes as it is to know what to 
do. The chief threats in a severe accident 
are shock, hemorrhage. and _ infection, 
Every person should be able to recognize 
the potentialities of these three conditions 
and to act accordingly. 

When an injured person becomes cold 
and clammy, when he has a dazed look, 
and his pulse is rapid, you can be sure he 
is in shock and that his blood pressure 
has dropped to a low level. Unless proper 
treatment is given the shock may become 
irreversible and the patient will surely die. 

The first thing to do is to cover him 
with warm blankets and apply heat with 
hot water bottles. He should be given a 
stimulant in the form of hot tea or coffee. 
If there is any external bleeding this 
should be stopped. In the hospital the 
doctor will give a blood transfusion. 

Shock is most often the result of the 
loss of blood. If it is internal. you can 
do nothing—except as mentioned above— 
but keep the patient as motionless as pos 
sible and get him to a hospital rapidly 
with a minimum of jarring. 

Whenever the hemorrhage is external 
and from a limb, tie a rope around the 
part and above the cut. It should be no 
tighter than necessary to stop the bleed- 
ing. If the hemorrhage is on the trunk, 
neck, face or head where a tight rope can- 
not be tied. then staunch the bleeding with 
pressure of the fingers or a clean cloth 
applied as firmly and rapidly as possible 
directly to the wound. 

A life can sometimes be saved with 
quick action even when the large vessels 
of the neck are cut. Never release pres 
sure until the patient is safely in the hands 
of a doctor. 

There are other conditions besides in 
where loss of blood is a_ serious 
problem. These include pulmonary hem- 
orrhage in tuberculosis, ulcers of the stom- 
ach, rupture of an aneurysm, miscarriages, 
cerebral hemorrhage or apoplexy (stroke). 
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Until the doctor comes, the wisest proce- 
dure is to keep the patient absolutely still. 
This will assist the natural tendency of 
blood to clot and thereby stop the bleed- 
ing. When the doctor comes, he will as- 
sure absolute quietness by giving a hypo- 
dermic. Another good procedure is to use 
cold applications over the place where the 
hemorrhage occurs. 

Whenever an injured person has a sus- 
pected or obvious broken bone or when 
an internal hemorrhage is believed possi- 
ble. it is extremely important to move the 
patient as little as possible. This author 
once witnessed an automobile accident. An 
occupant was taken out of the wrecked 
car and placed on the grass. 

A crowd collected immediately and 
everyone insisted on rushing him into a 
car and taking him at once to a hospital. 
When this rash but well-meaning action 
was prevented, bystanders threatened vio- 
lent action. Had this man been doubled 
up to get him into a car it might have in- 
creased his internal bleeding and dis- 
placed the broken ends of bones. 

A delay of thirty minutes or more would 
have meant very little as to efficiency of 
subsequent medical treatment while vio- 
lent movements could have killed him. If 
he could have been gently rolled onto an 
ironing board or a door and a truck with 
an open end commandeered, he could have 
been slowly and safely driven to a hos- 
pital. 

In the household, where by far most ac- 
cidents occur, the injury sustained is usu- 
ally a small cut or burn. Here the prob- 
lem is to prevent infection. This is best 
done by freeing the injured area of dirt. 
Wait until the bleeding has stopped, then 
wash the skin around the cut with clean 
warm water and with 
strokes away from the injury rather than 
toward it. 

Apply iodine or mercurochrome and 
cover with a loose-fitting bandage. Never 
completely seal a cut. Never apply such 
old-fashioned, dangerous remedies as lard, 
butter, or poultices. A thin coating of 
boric acid ointment or carbolated vaseline 
applied to a gauze bandage will keep it 
from sticking. Change the bandage fre- 
quently. If any redness, puffiness, or throb- 
bing develops, see a doctor immediately. 
A dangerous infection may be developing. 

In case of burns and scalds, the cleans- 
ing of the skin is even more important. 
Because infection is more of a threat, it is 
best to consult a doctor, except in the 
very slightest kind. 

There are many diseases, too numerous 
to mention here, where there is an urge to 
do something helpful until the doctor ar- 
tives. Don’t attempt it unless you have 
been so advised, either by someone like 
a nurse or by a doctor whom you have 
consulted on previous instances of the 
same nature. It is always better to do 
nothing than to do the wrong thing. 


THE END 
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are dumb. Kissing is for mothers and fa- 
thers—they’re the only ones who're sup- 
posed to have babies! 

Horror spread through me. What was 
she trying to say? I started walking faster, 
trying to escape from the words Betty was 
shouting after me. Instinctively, my hand 
flew to my lips and I rubbed them hard. 
But it was too late—I’d kissed every boy 
at the party! 

I was in a panic when I got home. I 
tried to sneak into the house but Mother 
was waiting for me to ask how the party 
was. I struggled bravely to keep the ter- 
rible secret to myself. But it was too 


much. I broke down and fell into her 
arms, sobbing out the awful thing I had 
done. 


“Gaynelle, honey, where on earth did 
you ever pick up such an idea?” Mother 
asked in shocked tones. I told her and 
she brushed away the tears and stroked 
my face with gentle fingers. “Well, you 
just forget what Betty told you, darling. 
And the next time you see that fast little 
something, you tell her she doesn’t know 
as much as she thinks she does!” 

She soothed away my fear, but I was 
still curious. Dozens of questions about 
the changes that were taking place inside 
me, questions about things I’d overheard 
older kids whispering, questions about the 
real facts of the difference between girls 
and boys—all these and more were crying 
for answers. 

But Mother grew strangely uncomforta- 
ble. “You and I will have a long talk 
sometime—but not now. There’s plenty of 
time for that when you grow up.” 


ND THAT’S HOW it went—picking up 
** a distorted fact here, gathering an ut- 
terly false and dangerous notion there, 
and sometimes actually stumbling upon 
the truth. By the time I got to high school 
I thought I knew everything there was to 
know. 

I took part in the mild necking parties, 
just as all the other girls did, mostly kiss- 
ing and holding hands because there were 
strict fondling. 
Then came the heavy petting, where the 
object was to arouse the emotions, but not 
go the limit. 

It was Allison, the tall, good-looking 
captain of the track team, who first taught 
me the emotional dynamite that lay hid- 
den within me. We were at a drive-in 
movie with Allison’s buddy, Terry, who 
had his father’s car for the evening. Terry 
and his date were in the front seat, while 
Allison and I snuggled in the back seat. 

I’'d always had sort of an aloof attitude 
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whenever the fellows wanted to get 
smoochy. I’d let them kiss me, responding 
the way I’d seen lovers do in the movies. 
I got no special kick out of it, yet I knew 
that it was expected of a girl—that is, one 
who wanted to be popular and have dates. 

But Allison’s kisses were different in a 
strange and frightening way; they made 
ne feel limp and warm inside. His lips 
were hard and urgent on mine, and I re- 
sponded with a willingness that surprised 

“You're sweet, Gaynelle,” he whispered. 
his lips burning against the curve of my 
throat. “You really turn me on!” 

His caresses set my whole body atingle. 
My heart pounded so wildly I heard a 
oaring in my ears that drowned out every- 
thing 

“Oh, darling—!” I whimpered. My arms 
tightened around his neck. 

Just then, Terry started up the car. “I 
ate to point, kids, but it’s time to go,” 
he announced. 

“Oh. Allison—no!” I pleaded. 

\llison said, “Don’t fret, pet. We'll save 
some for next time.” 


\Miy nerves were jangling like guitar 
strings by the time they dropped me in 
mnt of my house. I thought my tensed 


ody would never relax. But gradually the 
emotional storm inside me subsided, leav- 
ng an empty. aching feeling. For hours I 
lay on my bed, tossing and turning, puz- 
led at the way Allison’s kisses had upset 
me, frightened at my yearning for some- 
thing I neither knew nor understood. 

There were other sessions with Allison, 
n our darkened front porch, in the back 
eat of cars. at dances and in the last row 
it the movies. And each time, I became so 
worked up my eye would start twitching. 
[t wasn’t an ordinary nervous tic; it hap- 
pened only after a long petting session and 
the jerking muscle in my eyelid quieted 
down about the same time my stirred-up 
emotions calmed. 

During the time Allison and I dated, I 
came to the conclusion that the reason he 
s able to make me feel the way I did 





vas because I loved him. Love? I didn’t 
<now the meaning of the word. Allison 


was nice-looking, a smooth dancer and one 

the most popular boys at school. I 
liked being with him, and in my inno- 
ence. | imagined myself in love. 

But like teen-age romances, it 
ended after a few months. I was aston- 
ished that I could see Allison walking 
through the corridor at school, arm in 
arm with some other girl and nothing hap- 
vened. If my heart was broken, it was 
ertainly a painless injury—and not very 
permanent, I found, because I dated other 
boys and liked them every bit as much as 
| had Allison. 

rhat meant I really hadn’t loved Alli- 
m. But if it wasn’t love I felt when he 
cissed me, embraced me, then what was 


+? 


most 


I! became even more confused when I 
liscovered that I felt the same way about 
Joey, the boy who was my steady after 


oU 





Allison. His deep. insistent kisses caused 
the same fire in my veins, the same pound- 
ing in my ears, and the same knotted-up 
feeling inside. 

As time went on, I found that it was 
the same with many of the fellows I got 
to know pretty well. Many times I won- 
dered about the way the kids petted. There 
must be something wrong about it. the 
way we all were so secretive. But there 
was no one to talk to. no one to supply 
the answers to the questions that nagged 
me. 

I didn’t dare ask Mother, especially 
after what happened to Louella, a girl 
down the street. 

“Having a baby at her age. It’s dis- 
graceful!” Mother said to me one after- 
“Well, that’s what happens when a 
go too far.” 
ask. “Just how far should 
But her next words 
sealed my lips. She put her arms around 
me. “Nothing like that is going to hap- 
pen to my girl, is it?” she said fiercely. 
“You know, Gaynelle, I trust you com- 
pletely.” 

What could I say after that? I couldn't 
confess that I'd been on petting parties 
with Louella, that all the kids indulged. 
Louella had just slipped up somehow. 
How or why I didn’t know, but I was more 
determined than ever to keep well away 
from the line I'd set for myself. If a boy 
insisted on going beyond. I made sure 
never to date him again. 

Then I met Buck. He was 
older than I and already out of school. I 
knew when I first saw him that he was 
different from any fellow I'd ever known. 
But I had another year of school and he 
had just started working in his brother’s 
radio shop. so marriage was out of the 
question right then. So our engagement 
stretched out into almost a year and a 
half of waiting. 

For me, it was a wonderful time. Buck 
and I confined our going out to weekends. 
mainly because of his working hours and 
also to save money. I was so anxious to 
finish school so we could be married I 
didn’t mind spending the weekday nights 
alone studying. Also, being apart for a 


noon, 
girl lets a boy 
I wanted to 


she let a boy go?” 


two years 


whole week made being together that 
much more enjoyable. 
T NEVER OCCURRED to me that 


Buck might not be as content with the 
long delay as I was. In fact, what hap- 
pened at the shop one afternoon proved 
quite a shock to me. 

I'd stopped in on my way home from 
school, Buck was working over a disman- 
tled television set, chewing on his tongue 
as he connected some wires deep inside 
the set. His sleeves were rolled up high 
on his muscular brown arms and he 
seemed to be concentrating so intently I 
couldn’t resist the temptation to do some- 
thing unexpectedly silly. 

“Hey, mister, wanna get married?” | 
called out. 

You'd have thought I exploded a fire- 








cracker under him. Buck jumped up and 
dashed over to me. He picked me up in 
his arms and started toward the door. 

“Don’t be such an eager beaver!” | 
laughed. “You almost ruined that TV set 
you were working on.” 

His strong arms squeezed me until | 
fairly gasped for breath. “Can’t afford to 
take any chances, baby.” he told me. “You 





just might accidentally mean it.” | 
reached up and wiped a smudge of grease 
from the side of his nose. 

“But seriously. Gay.” he continued, 
turning and setting me on the counter, 
“sometimes I get the feeling that you 
wouldn’t mind if this engagement went on 
for years.” 

“Why, darling! What a thing to say!” 

“Maybe it’s because it’s getting harder 
for me to wait, but it’s getting me down. 
Seeing you, wanting you—” 

I jumped off the counter and went to 
him. “School will be over for me in a few 
weeks now and it won’t be long before 
we've saved enough to get married on. It'll 
be easier, once you've made up your mind 
that we have to wait. Buck. darling.” 

“Meanwhile, we'll go on seeing each 
other—dabbling in make-believe love— 
His arms crushed me to him. “I want the 
real thing, Gay!” he whispered savagely, 

His urgent kisses left me weak. only 
the strength of his arms was holding me 
upright. My knees broke under me as a 
wave of emotion flooded over me, leaving 
me limp and shaken. I didn’t want him 
to stop. Yet when Ed, Buck’s brother, 
walked into the shop I was unexplainably 
glad. 

“Why don’t you two go ahead and get 
married? Then Buck can do that on his 
own time, not mine!” Ed laughed. 

Buck glared at his brother, then turned 
back to his work. I gave a shaky little 
laugh. “You know how it is, Ed,” I told 
him. “Inflation has hit everything. The 
high cost of loving is what’s holding every- 
thing up.” 

“How’s this for a solution?” he said 
after a moment’s thought. “Instead of a 
wedding present. I'll give Buck a raise. | 
can afford it, now that I’ve got a dealer’s 
franchise.” 

Buck, of course, was deliriously happy, 
but Ed’s generous offer brought me face- 
to-face with the thing I’d unconsciously 
been avoiding—an end to the make-believe 
love-making I’d grown accustomed to. Buck 
insisted on setting the date right then and 
there. It was to be a month after I grad- 
uated. 

Mother was overjoyed. She liked Buck 
and heartily approved of our marriage. 
She had a grand time planning the wed- 
ding, shopping for my trousseau and han- 
dling all the other details, but she had no 
time for the one thing I really needed— 
some sound, common-sense advice to pre 
pare me for my role as wife. 

But as time drew near for the ceremony, 
I became too excited by all the hustle and 
bustle to have much time for brooding. ! 

knew I loved Buck and I was sure that the 
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love and the tenderness he’d shown all 
along would help me overcome whatever 
yague fears and doubts that assailed me. 

In one mad, continuous whirl came the 
receptions, the ceremony, and finally the 
honeymon trip to Detroit. When the bell- 
boy had gone, leaving us alone in the 
bridal suite Ed had reserved for us, Buck 
put his arms around me and laid his cheek 
on my hair. For a long time he held me 
there. Then he lifted me and carried me 
to a big chair where he sat down with me 
on his lap. 

He raised his lips for a kiss, but I just 
pressed my cheek against his, saying, 
“Just hold me, darling. Don’t let’s talk 
or—or anything just yet.” 

After a while, he said in a tight voice, 
“I know you're a little nervous, honey. I'll 
run downstairs and get some cigarettes or 
He got up and got his hat. 
“But 


something.” 
He blew me a kiss from the door. 
don’t make me wait much longer!” 

Slowly and deliberately I opened my 
traveling bag. The sight of the sheer 
gown carefully folded on top sent a little 
shiver through me. I got out of my clothes 
and slipped into the gown. The sound of 
the key in the door startled me and Buck 
laughed. 

“Expecting someone else?” 

I smiled weakly and shook my head, A 
glow of satisfaction stole through me at 
the adoring look in his eyes as he got the 
effect of the gown. Then I was in his arms 
and everything was all right. 

It was just like always, his kisses tender 
at first, then more demanding; his ca- 
tresses, the whispered words of affection 
setting me all aglow. And then my eye 
started to twitch and I wanted to stop— 
just like always before. 

I can’t blame Buck entirely for what 
happened, although I think he could have 
been a little more patient with me. But 
he had waited so long; we were married 
now and this was real, not make-believe. 
Only—I wasn’t ready. 

Dinner that night was an uncomfortable 
chore for us both, but after a few drinks 
Buck’s spirits rose. Someone at the hotel 
bar discovered we were newlyweds and 
insisted on plying us with drinks. I could 
see Buck was anxious to break away, but 
one drink led to another. He stayed down- 
stairs for a nightcap while I went up to 
our room. When he finally came in, I pre- 
tended to be asleep. He made a few fum- 
bling attempts to rouse me, then tumbled 
into bed muttering under his breath. 

The second day was much like the first, 
despite my honest effort to cooperate. Buck 
disappeared for a while during the after- 
noon. When he came back, his face was 
tight with suppressed emotion. “I think 
we'll go back home tomorrow, Gay,” he 
said quietly. 

“But we were supposed to be here a 
week,” I protested. 

“I know. I’ve already taken care of the 
bill. We'll leave first thing in the morn- 
ing. Ed—well, he can use me back at 


the shop.” 
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[ lighted a cigarette with trembling 
igers. “That’s not the real reason, is it, 


He shook his head. “I don’t know what 

Gay. Maybe I’m the one who’s all 
xed up. All I know is, that as a honey- 
on, this has been a swell sight-seeing 
Our sudden arrival back home caused 
me excitement, but we managed to give 
iusible explanations. And since we hadn’t 
nd a place of our own yet, there was 
thing strange in my staying with my 
ents, while Buck still shared a place 
th Ed. 


‘HE FIRST FEW DAYS were the most 
niserable I’d ever spent. I don’t know 
it occurred to me that, perhaps, I 


eeded some education in things that had 


n neglected by my parents and all the 
ichers I’d had, but I got some literature 
ym the local marriage counseling service. 
a very short time I had a reading list 
long as my arm, books, pamphlets and 
ticles on preparation for marriage. 
\ly reading opened my eyes to many 
gs and, in some cases, confirmed what 
id merely suspected. I learned, first 
all. that I was not alone in having to 
pend on outside sources for my limited 
formation on the facts of life. 
\ recent study by the Gilbert Youth 


Survey revealed that three out of four boys 


| girls are so “educated” before they 


ere 14 years old, and the same ratio, or 
4 per cent learned about sex from 


ends. Only 13 per cent of these young- 
rs between 17 and 22 years got such 
formation in the home. 

Varynia Farnham, author of Modern 
yman, the Lost Sex, wrote: “Countless 


imbers of these young people are seek- 


the advice of elders other than their 


irents in these critical moments. They 


so almost universally with the story ‘I 
ildn’t tell my mother.’ ” 

[ was curious about petting. Was I un- 
ial because I did what I thought all the 


her kids were doing? The Gilbert Youth 


Survey discovered that while more than 


lf (56.0 per cent) of all girls inter- 
wed never indulged in “discriminate 
tting,” more than one-fourth (27.4 per 
it) of them do. With boys, 80.6 per 
nt do, while only 2.3 per cent said 
ever.” 

What the survey called “promiscuous 
tting”’—everything short of the limit— 
is admitted to by 58.8 per cent of the 
ys and 19.8 per cent of the girls. Four- 


en per cent of the girls said they went 
the limit,” and 26.5 per cent of the boys. 


‘It is safe to assert,” Miss Farnham 
ys, “that with the rarest possible excep- 
ns, a youngster in his earlier middle 


eens cannot possibly handle the immense 


pact of sexual experience. .. . 
“Specific sexual instruction is a life- 


ng matter, too, and begins with the first 
iestion “Where do I come from?’ 


‘By the time puberty is reached and 


creasingly during adolescence, young- 


sters are aware of and driven by sexual 
need which is normal, desirable and 
healthy.” 

Remembering Louella, I was curious 
about those who had told the survey in- 
terviewers that they had indulged in inti- 
macies. The figures showed that the vast 
majority of both sexes had their first ex- 
perience while they were between the ages 
of 14 and 18. 

Interestingly, 69.5 per cent of the boys 
and 28.2 per cent of the girls reported it 
was “intentionally planned,” while 27.4 
per cent of the boys and 41.0 per cent of 
the girls said it was the “result of sudden 
emotion.” 

Only 2.1 per cent of the fellows said 
they were under the influence of liquor. 
but 20.5 per cent of the girls said so. 
“Under duress” was reported by 1 per 
cent of the boys, 10.3 per cent of the girls. 

Scanning the newspapers. I ran across 
a good example of how parents can stand 
in the way of their children’s opportunity 
to get a wholesome. undistorted view of 
the sex picture. 

Louis L. Pund, a science teacher in 
Princess Anne, Md., was fired after irate 
parents complained that he was teaching 
“kissing games” in school. Actually, the 
teacher was performing an experiment 
aimed at overcoming the inhibitions which 
he found hampering so many of his sev- 
enth graders. 

His class would elect a boy to retire to 
the cloakroom and there summon a girl to 
come out and be kissed. At first, the 
pupils were shy, but gradually they began 
to loosen up and at the end of a month, 
the experiment had become “a very noisy 
game.” 

When he began the experiment, Pund 
admitted, he expected repercussions so was 
not surprised when he received his walk- 
ing papers—another victim of short-sight- 
ed parents. “I hope I never have to teach 
again,” Pund said. 

I realized that I was getting close to 
the root of my own trouble when I read 
the statement of Ernest R. Groves, direc- 
tor of Marriage and Family Council, Inc.. 
at Chapel Hill, N. C. He said: “Practi- 
cally two out of three divorces today are 
due to sexual maladjustments.” 

Another expert, John Haynes Holmes, 
declared: “How many husbands and 
wives there are who have entered upon 
their relationship together with the secret 
conviction that what they are doing is 
something to be ashamed of and hidden 
away. I know of nothing so disastrous to 
happiness in marriage as this feeling of 
shame which is so often attached to what 


possesses us with so insistent a drive upon 
our energies!” 

I can’t say that it was my reading alone 
that cleared the way for a new start with 
Buck. I found out that there are insti- 
tutes of family relations, all kinds of mar. 
riage counseling agencies and even mar. 
riage clinics in some churches that will 
give expert guidance to people such as I, 

Together, they can help distressed cou- 
ples develop the “emotional maturity 
which is the most important factor in any 
successful marriage,” according to Dr, 
Clifford R. Adams, director of the Mar- 
riage Council Service, Pennsylvania State 
College. “People possessing it are emo- 
tionally grown up and free of complexes, 
neuroses and phobias.” 

What is perhaps one of the most ad- 
vanced approaches toward helping to cut 
the divorce rate, I discovered, is the na- 
tion-wide campaign in Sweden to teach 
women the art of love and how to keep 
a man. 

Three women’s organizations, in coop- 
eration with the state radio service, pre- 
sent radio lectures each Monday night 
on love and happiness, although various 
groups. particularly churches, have _pro- 
tested, claiming that the broadcasts are 
putting indecent ideas in Swedish minds, 

Twice weekly, in various parts of the 
country, hundreds of Swedish women at- 
tend lectures on how to choose a partner, 
how to court and how to cook. They are 
also told about physical relationship in 
marriage, hygiene, and the financial and 
budgetary aspects of married life. So far, 
no one has suggested that men be taught 
the art of loving and of being good hus- 
bands. 

Whether teaching the necessary facts to 
young people in the school—especially if 
they fail to get it at home—is the solution 
to the marriage problem, I don’t know. 
One authority believes, “Parents will have 
to be prepared to take an active hand in 
the relationship between boys and girls in 
the early teens... . 

“Fundamentally, these youngsters must 
understand and, above all, parents must 
believe that sexuality is a vital part of 
life and one to which these young people 
have a right to look forward. The rea- 
sons for its early* control are perfectly 
understandable to boys and girls them- 
selves. They welcome the strong arm of 
the parents in adding to their own some- 
times flimsy self-control.” 

I do know that, fortunately, when I 
eventually went to Buck as wife in more 
than name only, it was not my eye that 
acted up—just my heart. THE END 
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